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emigrate to Madagascar, an island to wliioh 
I had taken a peculiar fancy, and did not 
deem it impossible there to win a crown for 
myself. 

" I always remained aloof from the noisy 
amusements of my companions. I loved 
solitude; a walk in the company of others 
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was disagreeable to me ; all their conver- 
sations and songs seemed like desecration of 
nature, which only reveals its beauty, its 
secrets to silent appreciation. But when I 
wandered alone through meadows, even if 
only the cornlB^lds of my paternal estates, 
or lost myself in the woods — above me the 
rustling oaks, beside me the roaring sea — a 
sensation often overcame me, of which I was 
unable to give any account, which would not 
allow itself to be put into words, without 
wiping away its mysterious magic as if it were 
the coloured down of a butterfly's wings. I 
was persuaded that this feeling was shared 
and understood by none ; it was a kind of 
religion of nature, but so fervent, that in it 
I believed to lose my identity, that I felt as 
if my soul went forth into the vast universe, 
as if the lisping breeze which stirred the 
branches and tops of the trees were the spirit 
of the Divinity, the same spirit which also 
animated the respirations of my bosom, and 
the feelings of my heart. The evening 
crimson, when its glow fadei away behind the 
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summits, could fill me with infinite emotion ; 
a hot day which unfettered the spicy breeze 
in field and forest, and which with darkening 
fragrance hovered over the blue distance, 
could transport me into an ecstacy, as though 
the fire of external nature glowed within my 
own veins. 

" I studied the works of poets ; I found 
nothing that would entirely have expressed 
my sensations, and even in ancient religious 
writings and the works of a later period, I 
found the indication of this feeling rather than 
itself in its peculiarity. 

" I might gather it from ambiguous symbols, 
but the language of my heart it was not. 

" I visited the university, nevertheless I 
remained faithful to my solitary, dreamy 
tendency. I was never to be seen at the drink- 
ing parties of our duelling clubs, although 
I attended their fencing school ; I learned to 
wield the blade bravely, and if any one dis- 
turbed or ridiculed me, I demanded satis- 
faction of him. Dry knowledge imprinted 
itself on my memory, yet it remained a stranger 
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to- my own mental life. The philosophy of 
the lecture-room gave me no reply to those 
questions of my soul ; I followed their mathe- 
matical problems with interest, but they did 
not touch that which laid hold of my inmost 
feelings. The lecturer at that time was a 
highly esteemed master of the art of thinking, 
yet he confined himself to the tangible, the 
palpable, and my mind was devoted to the 
unfathomable. 

" Would the world's secret let itself be 
put into set forms? Would it not much 
rather disclose itself to inexpressible feelings ? 
A nameless longing took possession of me, to 
fathom the secret connection between the 
world's spirit and my own, which at those 
moments of inspired views had illumined my 
soul as with flashes of lightning, only to take 
refuge again in the unattainable. 

" It was the same supreme feeling that 
was peculiar to religious fervour, and yet it 
lay so far removed from the ordinary circle 
of conceptions in which believers moved. 
The daring idea of founding a new religion, or 
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at least of expounding in a new manner that 
which for thousands of years had been the 
tradition of faith, often rose within my soul ; 
then — I started at this daring ; was it not a 
lesser venture to emigrate to Madagascar, 
than to discover a new world of religion ? 

"The ecstacies which Nature granted me, 
even as she appeared in the Baltic country 
mostly void of charms, remained the same ; 
I felt inwardly related to her. On the other 
hand. Nature stood before me in lofty 
estrangement in another form in woman. 
While stormy youth around me had long 
since in daily pleasures denuded of its leaves 
that which appeared to me the sacred crown- 
ing work of creation, I still experienced a 
dread of and longing for it, as though for 
me it were something unapproachable. I 
felt that for me one half of the world lay in 
obscurity ; like that hemisphere from which 
the sun is averted, it lay as if bedded in the 
lap of sacred night, and an ambrosial magical 
light seemed to flow from it. I shuddered, 
as through me passed a nervous dread of 
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that moment in whicli this dark world should 
move with me into the bright sunshine of 
knowledge. 

" Meanwhile I had terminated my studies. 
I had been industrious ; dry law released me 
from my internal struggles, from all disturb- 
ing trains of thought. Even the most subtle 
distinctions of the Eoman jurists in the most 
difl&cult law questions, were enigmas which 
could be solved, and my mind felt especial 
satisfaction when it had been successful in 
such a solution. How totally different were 
those non-transparent secrets in which neither 
thought nor feeling were ever entirely con- 
sumed. 

" I passed my legal examination, and com- 
menced my first employment in the service 
of the State. With an adventure which had 
befallen me as student a fatal complication in 
my life now became connected. 

" One evening I had been walking along 
the Pregel. The light of the declining sun 
swept the hollow-eyed warehouses, which 
were crowded together in large quarters of 



THE FIRST MEETING. 7 

the town, and hovered, dream-like, behind 
the sails and masts of the ships which lay at 
anchor in that part of the river where greater 
depth of water allowed them to do so. 
Farther up, lay the heavily-freighted * Wit- 
tinen,' and rafts which had come up from 
Masuren, with their wooden, huts. All were 
merry upon those bast-covers, for these 
*Dschimken,' who at home lived in mud 
hovels, had been long enough sailing past 
pasturage and meadows on the river bank to 
rejoice in their life here, at the end of their 
journey. 

" Yonder, one of them in a sheepskin, with 
a straw hat upon his head, is playing upon a 
fiddle with two strings ; the light-hearted 
little people danced upon the tree trunks 
bound together — dancers and spectators 
clapped their hands; others crouched around a 
large kettle, out of which they helped them- 
sevles with wooden spoons. 

" Like ^all pleasures of the people, this 
merry scene, which might amuse others, 
touched me. Not far from it, a picture of 
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busy activity attracted me; I saw how 
eagerly carpenters were at work upon the 
frame of a ship that seemed to me to be of 
a peculiar form. Just as I came near, they 
were about to cease their labours, laid their 
axes aside, and went towards a man whose 
singular appearance, when I looked more 
narrowly at him, made a strange impression 
upon me. 

" He reminded me of the hermits of old ; 
a long beard flowed down almost to his girdle, 
thick blackhair fell far down upon his shoulders, 
a broad-brimmed hat covered his head. As 
he now turned sideways, sharply-cut features 
showed themselves in the evening light ; his 
tall form was clad in Oriental fashion, in a 
garment that hung down to his feet. 

" Who was that remarkable man, who 
seemed to step out of the * thousand and one 
nights ' into the sober life of the old royal 
Prussian town ? 

" He stood amidst a group that plainly be- 
longed to the upper classes. Two young 
women, apparently very graceful, also stood 
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T3eside him. The carpenters went towards 
him, and pressed his hand ; the women had 
^ shake of the hand and a sweet smile for each. 
The workmen assembled themselves behind 
the distinguished group, and soon the whole 
procession set itself in motion. 

" A carpenter, whom other business called 
away, had separated himself from his com- 
panions, and went past me. 

" * What kind of a ship is that which you 
are building over there ? ' asked I of him. 

"at is the "Swan."' 

" And who christened it thus, and who has 
ordered it to be built ? ' 

" ' The Paraclete.' 

" That sounded most mysterious. 

" ' Who is the Paraclete ? ' 

" ' The man yonder, with the long, dark 
hair ; they call him so ; he is a minister, but 
no ordained one.' 

" * But why does he build ships ? ' 

" * It is to be a wonderful ship ; he has 
-often preached to us about it; a kind of 
Noah's ark. We must have firm faith when 
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" < We require/ cried Frau von Salden, * a 

new key to the comprehension of the secrets 
•of Nature and history.' 

"The candidate stretched out his long 
neck towards his valiant opponent, and said — 

" * An examination will be made as to 
whether this key is not false and a copy.' 

" Several elderly gentlemen interposed 
mediatingly between the conflicting parties, 
and protested particularly against any inter- 
ference on the part of the State; but the 
candidate, who became still more like a raging 
turkey cock, cried, with suppressed wrath — 

" * And what is it that charms in this new 
•doctrine ? Why do the women and girls 
follow a banner which dared not be unfurled 
in the open light of day ? That is eflected 
by the charming standard bearers ; that 
preacher who at the same time is a handsome 
man, combines benignity and dignity in his 
features, who unites distinguished- and com- 
manding bearing with ensnaring courtesy and 
amiability. When the manna falls, all the 
people stoop ; but above all the daughters of 
Eva' 
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" I admired the longsuffering of the young^ 
widow, who replied with a placid smile to 
all these violent onslaughts, while I even, 
although I did not exactly know whither all 
those onslaughts were directed, assumed a 
sharp tone towards the candidate, and con- 
demned the intolerance which his words 
displayed. 

" Those speeches still live in my recoUec-^ 
tion ; they made a deep impression upon me 
at the time. That which in earlier years- 
floated before me, the founding of a new 
religion, was it now being carried out in my 
immediate vicinity, without my knowing any- 
thing about it ? And did this religion possess 
such graceful priestesses as that one, from 
whom I could not avert my gaze so long as 
she was within its reach ? I had sometimes 
heard people talk of the new sect which had 
gained numerous adherents from the fashion- 
able world ; despite all difference of opinion 
about that sect, all were agreed as to the 
fact that the actual nature of its doctrines was 
a secret, and I would not force myself into- 
such a secret. 
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"*You must hear him/ said the young 
widow, *that preacher, of whom the Herr 
Candidate thinks so little. You will be 
amazed at the power of his eloquence ; he is 
full of aspirations, and interprets the Bible 
boldly, without deviating from its words.' 

" She spoke confidentially, and only to 
me — 

" * I had quite ceased to know what a feeling 
of devotion is, because the pious indifference 
of ordinary attendance at church only seems 
like the compulsory recapitulation of our 
duty towards Heaven ; but our religion whose 
revelations and delights penetrate to our in- 
nermost feelings, a religion that the day does 
not know, can alone reveal to us the secret 
of faith.' 

" Thereupon she spoke brightly of every- 
day matters, and displayed such sound judg- 
ment on all topics, that I could not look upon 
such enthusiasm as the outflow of a diseased 
temperament. When the company had dis- 
persed, I accompanied her on the short 
portion of our road that lay together, which 
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here led us over the Castle bridge. It was a 
magic, moonlight night, and mj companion 
had inspired me with such confidence that I 
initiated her into the enthusiastic emotions 
which nature stirred within me ; I hoped to 
find sympathy in her, and I did find it. 

" * That is a ray of the original light, which 
penetrates the human soul,' said she in her 
charming manner. 

"Yet I recognised that there was some 
connection between my innermost sensations 
and the doctrines of that community ; but I 
recognised still more that in this beautiful 
woman an appreciative companion of my 
efforts had risen up for me. 

" I parted from her with a warm shake of 
the hand, which she cordially returned. Love 
and friendship ever found a place in that 
brotherhood ; I was extremely moved. Her 
presence exercised more of a soothing effect 
upon me ; as soon as I lost sight of her, I 
was overcome as with an unconquerable 
longing sensation. Not as formerly did I 
seek to control it ; I vowed firmly to myself 
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to see her again, to seek her wherever she 
might be. 

"On the following Sunday I visited the 
church of which Frau Salden had spoken to 
me. The house of God was festively, almost 
too secularly decorated ; a large town-like 
congregation was assembled, such as might 
be expected in one of the principal parish 
churches. At the first glance the pious 
gathering did not seem to differ from such as 
are to be found in other churches ; however, 
I soon remarked that in the front rows and upon 
the favoured 'prie-dieux^ a more select com- 
munity, as it appeared, had taken their places. 
My eyes first sought Frau Salden, and soon 
found her in the midst of fashionable ladies 
and gentlemen, whose whole demeanour 
betrayed that they felt themselves to be 
peculiarly at home here. The assurance and 
gracefulness of behaviour, the studiously- 
simple attire of the ladies, the radiance of a 
transfiguring fervour that overspread their 
countenances, all showed me that my eyes 
were resting upon the circle of the elect. 
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Several elderly gentlemen were decorated with 
tlie Iron Cross ; they were fine men, grave 
and dignified, and yet enthusiastically devout. 

" The minister appeared in the pulpit ; a 
handsome man, with a slight figure and long 
dark curly hair parted down the middle. His 
delivery was singularly melodious, somewhat 
winning, yes, entrancing ; I understood what 
a charm this apostle must exercise upon his 
devout listeners, especially upon the girls and 
women. 

" On the other hand, his sermon dis- 
appointed me completely. I had anticipated 
new, almost excessive disclosures, luminous 
flashes of a loftier revelation, which, even if 
more dazzling than enlightening, would quiver 
through the obscurity of the traditional faith, 
while what I heard was one of those biblical 
discourses that are to be found in everyday 
churches. He spoke of sin and redemption, 
he urged us to conversion and. salvation, but 
all was based upon the words of the Evan- 
gelists and Apostles. Only sometimes it 
appeared to me that with some turn, as it 
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-were, a little side door was opened, through 
"which fell the radiance of a more mystical 
light, but which was only visible to the elect. 

" I now visited my aunt often endugh, and 
I succeeded also in meeting the beautiful 
widow there two or three times. I did not 
conceal from her the impression which that 
much-admired speaker's sermon had made 
upon me. 

" * Wherefore,' said she, * reveal the deeper 
meaning of Nature and the Bible to those 
who, after all, cannot grasp it ? For them 
the transient gleam of light which plays upon 
the surface is all-sufficient. Besides which, 
every new and profound doctrine is exposed 
to misunderstanding, it must cause offence 
to the crowd.' 

" * But so did not that prophet think,' 
suggested I, * in whose company I first saw 
you. He preferred to address his revelations 
to the people.' 

" * It was an error,' replied Frau von Salden. 
* He atoned heavily for it ; lonely and un- 
assisted he passed away. Such working for 
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the people is like wandering througli sand ; 
the next gust of wind removes all traces of 
our footsteps. Everything lofty is a secret ; 
only sympathetic minds can raise the veil.' 

" I asked how one may draw nearer to the 
secret, and my beautiful friend advised me to 
visit the minister, and tell him that I was 
animated with the desire of entering the narrow 
circle of his faithful. She encouraged me to 
do so most eagerly, and I fqlt as if her words 
contained something that seemed like true 
interest in the welfare of my soul. 

" I knew I should often have opportunities 
of meeting her ; yet, even although my whole 
soul yearned to do so, although I found my- 
self beneath the power of her beautiful eyes, 
and dedicated to her that superabundant 
adoration which is always united to a first 
love, yet it was not this alone that decided 
me to follow her advice, but still more that 
dark longing which, from childhood upwards, 
had been animated within me, to find a new 
solution for the enigma of the world, which 
it was so difl&cult to fathom, and to find the 
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key for many an internal occurrence that 
had seemed to me like a revelation of the 
Divine. 

" The preacher received me with great 
friendliness, and did not hesitate to grant my 
wish. His conversation fell easily upon 
much that was scientific and worldly; to 
many questions about the state of enthusiasm 
under which I laboured, he was able to give 
adroit information. It certainly touched 
what I felt, but did not satisfy me. Then 
lie assumed a still more friendly mien, and 
began to initiate me into the secrets of the 
community, so far as this was practicable for 
anovicB. 

"I learned that the sect consisted of 
various circles, all, indeed, around the same 
ceatre, but in greater or lesser proximity, 
and that it did not tend to the benefit of those 
more remote to know everything that was 
revealed to those who stood nearest. Still, 
the preacher informed me that several women 
and girls occupied the highest position 
amongst those who were enligbtenod, ^?[i^ 
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belonged to the favoured natures of light, 
beneath whose protection he himself stood. 

" Certainly all this did not sound very satis- 
factory, but mysterious and exciting enough. 
A far ofiE goal was set to all efforts ; truths 
displayed themselves in semi-veiled outlines, 
which must later be revealed fully and clearly 
to the seeker, even if now they admitted mani- 
fold interpretations. 

" In short, with a good heart, I put out to 
sea beneath the flag of the mysterious creed. 
The minister dismissed me with a kiss and 
shake of the hand. 

"I hastened to my aunt; there Frau 
Salden was awaiting me ; she knew the time 
and hour of my appointment with the 
minister. Much delighted, she heard my 
news ; her features became animated, her 
eye was radiant. 

" When my aunt was called away by some 
domestic concern, Frau Salden rose, came 
towards me with a grave, inspired counten- 
ance, greeted me as a member of the congre- 
gation^ as her brother, and pressed a kiss 
upon my lips. 
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" It was the holy kiss of a sister, the 
seraphic kiss, the consecration of the bond 
of saints I Did not male and female cousins 
and indifferent relatives kiss one another 
according to the right of cousinship ; how 
much higher stood the right of spiritual re- 
lationship ! Certainly, for many such a kiss 
would only be a pious symbol, for many, a 
form of but little significance. It was 
different with me, different with this woman ! 
Until now, I had remained a stranger to all 
intercourse of affection and love ; how unap- 
proachable all womankind had appeared to 
me! 

" This kiss was the first kiss of initiation ; 
but not the secret of the community did it 
reveal to me, the secret of life itself. It 
metamorphosed me inwardly ; every feeling 
of estrangement it swept away from me; 
woman no longer stood before me as a far- 
removed saint ; she appeared to be desirable, 
to promise felicity. 

" And could it be otherwise ? 

" How long in worldly circles must \ie^\\)^- 
ting affection wait ere love presses t\ie %^^ 
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of the first kiss upon it in token of acquies- 
cence? But this woman had already first 
occupied my inmost emotions before I ap- 
proached her under the eyes of the saints ; 
now she came towards me with open arms, 
with the pious greeting of love, for which, 
with worldly afEection, I might long have 
striven. Must not this intoxicate me, and 
kindle an unknown ardour within my soul ? 

" Certainly Frau Salden did not share it ; 
she only cherished sisterly feelings for me, 
yes, I might almost say maternal ; distantly 
and coldly, she commenced an extensive ex- 
amination of my inner nature. 

" The bright smile had vanished from her 
lips ; even the gaze of her large eyes was 
proud and stem. An incomprehensible con- 
tradiction, and a something almost solemnly 
strange, lay in such close intimacy. I stood 
her examination with calmness and without 
reserve, for pride stirred itself within me, and 
I would not recognise the superiority that 
she assumed. Nevertheless, I drew an im- 
mediate advantage from my position towards 
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the select community, and begged for per- 
mission to visit her, which she readily granted. 

" She lived in the east suburb, in a couple 
of cosy rooms, elegantly furnished. The one 
seemed to be dedicated to pious reflections. 
A large book-shelf contained the works of 
our poets and thinkers, at the same time a 
large number of religious writings. The 
walls were covered with representations of 
Christ, as well as with pictures of the prophet 
and the preacher, which hung on a level, as 
it seemed, accurately measured line with His. 

" On a lectern lay a magnificently bound 
Bible with a golden cross upon the cover ; 
above it on the wall hung a copy of Correggio's 
Magdalene. The windows opened towards 
the river and the green meadows, which 
there enframed its bed; farther off, two 
solitary windmills moved their wings in 
wearisome regularity. 

" The front room was of a more worldly 
character; in the one corner stood a small doll's 
room, and other girlish playthings, but the 
little bird had always flown from ite iia^\> ^^ 
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the hour when I usually came; it was the 
time when with her governess, she went 
down to the next story to her favourite play- 
fellow. Beside it upon a writing table lay 
account books, which I immediately recognised 
as such ; a later communication from Frau 
Salden confirmed my idea that they were the 
accounts of the managment of her estate ; 
she possessed a small property, which she 
only occupied during a short period in the 
summer, as a lengthy separation from the 
community would have been too great a trial 
for her. 

" All this still stands so vividly before my 
mind, that I could paint those two rooms 
down to the veriest trifle, ebony table and 
chair, every picture on the wall ; for who 
would ever forget the stage on which such 
important events were acted, and just now I 
feel an urgent need to bury myself in these 
recollections, and ah ! that little doll's room 
to-day fills me with mournful emotion, yes 
with silent despair. 

" I now frequently visited Frau Salden ; 
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^we talked mucli of worldly and spiritual afEairs ; 

she was alternately merry and unembarrassed, 

or grave, solemn and reserved. Then again, 

from time to time, it was as though she were 

not speaking in her own name, but on the 

part of the community ; it was in order to 

induct me ever deeper into the secrets of the 

new doctrine ; this I perceived soon enough, 

and it was particularly attractive, to me 

it was indeed a new religion, which only 

appeared before the world in biblical guise. 

" Zoroaster could, just as well as Christ, 
stand godfather to the doctrine of the two 
primordial beings, fire and water, the element 
of darkness, its opposite and its union by 
means of Lucifer, the scintillant serpent- 
spirit, and thus through all life extended the 
contradiction of the two-headed principle. 
Did not the minister himself, in the circle of 
the elect, pronounce that the old law had out- 
lived itself, and proclaim the approach of 
the Millennium. 

" Yet in me also lively doubts were 
kindled as to how he could control those 



40 WITHERED LEAVES. 

fundamental powers of everything living. 
The revelation of light which had been pro- 
claimed to me, was not lost ; I interpreted 
it in my own way, and brought it into unison 
with the delights of Nature which had often 
enraptured me ; but the beautiful woman 
had greater power over me than the priestess ; 
in her eyes I forgot the Millennium, and all 
its apostles in her seraph's kisses. The 
pious and solemn greeting at meeting and 
parting, burned for me like earthly fire, and 
I could not conceal from myself that an unholy 
passion had taken possession of me ; unholy 
because it was a misuse of holy forms, because 
it broke distractingly into all circles of my 
thoughts and feelings. 

" One day, Pauline, for I knew her Chris- 
tian name already, and might use it with a 
brother's right, announced to me that she 
could not decide whether I belonged to the 
natures of light or of darkness ; it was the 
minister's wish that I should visit the Grafin 
at the Castle, and make a full confession of 
my sins to her. 
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"It was the period when in France a 
Saint Simon's and Pere Bnfantin's doctrine 
of the priesthood of woman found extensive 
propagation, and in large assemblies of the 
Paris street Taitbout was taught by inspired 
women. I could not avoid thinking of that 
intelligence in the newspapers, when I was 
invited by the Grafin to the Castle. There 
was repeated in pious garb the same per- 
formance, but only in doctrine, not in deed. 
Here the priestly ofl&ce was already exercised 
by an aristocratic woman, and that woman 
boasted of lofty revelation, and could even 
spread her angel's wings protectingly over 
the minister of the community. 

" Not without hesitation I entered the 
inner castle yard ; the gloomy old masonry 
of the large quadrangle overlooked by lofty 
towers did not act soothingly upon my 
temperament ; I felt like those unfortunate 
men to whom once in those gloomy apartments, 
which were still known as those of criminal 
justice, the sword of the German knights was 
placed at their throats, so that they ^\vo\A^ 
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confess Christ, or else incur the penalty of 
death. It was a horrible trial of faith, and 
I felt as if I were one of those unhappy 
followers of Perkunos. 

" Certainly the drawing-rooms into which- 
I was conducted, did not bear the remotest 
resemblance to those dread vaults. The 
view from that high stronghold of Ottokar 
extended far over the town, which with its- 
church towers and high gabled houses, and at 
the same time windowless warehousie quarters,. 
surrounded and traversed with glistening 
branches of the river, lay as if cowering at 
its feet. There was something soothing and 
alleviating to the mind in that free prospect ;. 
with my heart throbbing less violently, I 
awaited the entrance of the woman who was- 
considered to be the superior nature of light- 
in the elect circle. . 

" And she entered, smiling gently and 
kindly, her appearance delicate and dis- 
tinguished ; I almost felt as though an am- 
brosial light was floating around her, and 
when she also greeted me with the sisterly 
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kiss, I felt as if receiving consecration from 
above, it was as though one of those bod jless 
angel's heads, which, as Raphael painted 
them^, possess wings only, had kissed me. 

" At first it was the mild, confiding sister 
who spoke to me; she introduced sundry 
worldly affairs into the conversation, and I 
was obliged to give her accurate information 
about our genealogical tree and tbe estates of 
our family, and just the same of my previous 
life. 

" Nevertheless, I soon perceived that I no 
longer talked to my fellow-believer on terms 
of equality ; with polite and dexterous transi- 
tion she had changed the conversation into an 
examination. The examination in the first 
place concerned my external life, but should 
soon direct itself towards my internal one. 

" A change, for which I could not entirely 
account, had taken place in the Grafin, but of 
which, however, I soon experienced the secret 
power. All friendhness and mildness had 
suddenly disappeared from her features, they 
had assumed an almost gloomy air of decmouv 
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something majestic and commanding lay in 
her whole demeanour. She rose and stood 
before me, drawn up to her full height ; the 
woman had been transformed into the priestess. 
With a sign, she bade me remain seated, and 
solemnly explained that the Archdeacon had 
given to her tlie right of consecrating and 
sanctifying men and women, after he had im- 
parted supreme consecration to herself. It was 
ber duty to examine hearts, to root out sin, 
to speak truths sharply and unsparingly; 
because love in man becomes zealous with a 
divine zeal. And she, indeed, appeared to be 
impregnated with that zeal; a deep glow 
suffused her features, sbe stood before me in 
proud, strange teauty. I was fain to think 
of the angel with the flaming sword. 

" She required unreserved confession and 
acknowledgment of my sins. 

*' I hesitated. What should I confess ? 
So new was this introspection still to me that 
I had occupied myself but little with discovering 
what, according to the measure of these saints, 
would be accounted sin. 
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" She became more urgent ; she demanded 
confession by the rights of her ofl&ce. It was 
false shame wishing to conceal anything. 
The heavenly passion purified fallen man 
from sin. No secular laws were concerned 
in this case ; not the sham and falseness of 
society, only truth — the open truth. Nor 
need the confession seek for veiled expres- 
sions ; the sharper the words, the sharper the 
self-condemnation. 

" I still hesitated. She began to ask if I — 
I who came from the world without, be- 
ginning at home — had banished all earthly 
affection from my intercourse with the women 
of the community. 

" She enquired so solemnly, I could almost 
believe that I heard the scales of justice 
rattle. I was already beneath her spell ; I 
had no perception of what was strange, 
astounding in the whole proceeding; the 
oppressive sensation of internal consciousness 
of guilt overcame me, and I acknowledged 
that my heart drew me towards Frau Salden, 
and that in the midst of pious conversations 
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the thought of her beauty, of her charms, en- 
tangled me. 

" I drew a breath of relief after this con- 
fession ; I believed that T had now done my 
duty as a penitent. Yet I was mistaken; 
now only did the implacable judge com- 
mence an examination that penetrated to the 
inmost detail; she entered upon a domain 
which no child of the world would have 
trodden with equal freedom ; my whole soul 
lay as if upon a dissecting- table before this 
wonderful woman. Emotions, wishes, which 
softly, obscurely, and of which I was even 
only vaguely conscious, concealed themselves 
in the recesses of my heart, must be brought 
to light ; my inner nature became transparent 
to her as well as to me ; and when I had con- 
quered the first shyness, such a confession 
was even welcome. 1 found it tranquilising 
to have a witness of my internal struggle. 
An inexplicable charm, which was not only of 
a spiritual nature, lay in such undisguised 
confession, which despised all social custom, 
but was justified by higher ordinance. 
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" The Grrafin praised me for my candour, 
-and when I had made known to her that 
otherwise I was still free from all sin, and 
that my heart, in the midst of Nature, still 
often rejoiced in marvellous revelations, she 
called me a child of light, who might, perhaps, 
be destined to attain a high position in the 
circle of the elect. 

" I had promised reformation of the one 
sin to which I could confess, a sin of thought, 
and indeed I was in earnest about it. Since 
my visit to the Grafin, a gloomy consciousness 
of guilt had taken possession of me, which I 
loved to ponder over in solitude. Woman 
had formerly been a divinity for me, she 
seemed so again, since I had seen the Grafin 
in the exercise of her priestly mission, and- 
the feelings of vain worldly pleasure to which 
I had yielded when with my pious young 
friend, I counted to myself as a sin, 

" I became an industrious attendant not 
only at church, but also at the smaller meet- 
ings in which the minister expounded his 
doctrines ; I eagerly studied the Revelation 
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of St. John. The Lion and the Lamb, the 
Breaker of the Seal, as a second minister of 
tlie sect was designated, the Angel of the 
Apocalypse ; all these were pictures which 
became more and more vivid to my imagina- 
tion, yet in the principal doctrine of the 
approach of the Millennium I buried myself 
with a fervour which was not free from 
doubts, yet was it not the prediction of a new 
world, and such dreams lived long within me. 
The entrancing words of the minister, the 
enthusiasm and proud beauty of the female 
children of light at his side, the spiritual 
toiling and struggling in a world withdrawn 
from everyday life, full of singular mysteries, 
had made me into a zealous disciple of the 
secret community. I was looked upon with 
respect by the minister, the Witnesses, and 
the Breaker of the Seal. My visits to Frau 
Salden became very rare ; I also avoided her 
at the meetings ; my shy manner towards her 
had been remarked by her. Had the Grafin 
not stood so high upon the ladder of the 
saints, Frau Salden would have charged her 
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witli being the cause of my transformation. 
At heart she certainly did not spare the 
Grafin this accusation, as since my visit to 
the castle I had become distant towards her- 
self. Sternly and for some time I struggled 
successfully against my affection for the beau- 
tiful woman, until a new and unexpected turn 
took place in my life." 
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CHAPTER III. 



THE FALL OF MAN. 



" One day a note from Frau Salden, intimated 
to me that I was now considered strong 
enough to be present at one of those secret 
sittings, in which the great act of salvation 
was taught and practised, and invited me to 
one of those gatherings. 

" It was a tolerably large room, but dimly 
lighted. Men and women were assembled, 
their devoutness appeared more fervent than 
usual, yet a spirit of secresy pervaded the 
gathering, which had shut itself off from the 
outside world. Lengthy and solemn was the 
preacher's discourse, urging his hearers, by 
the power of a higher consciousness, to shake 
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off all sin, successfully to resist all tempta- 
tions, to despise all earthly charms. 

" And the spiritual instruction was followed 
by spiritual exercises. 

" I can here only relate what I felt and 
i?vhat a flash of lightning was launched into 
my soul on that evening. Mephistopheles 
might feel himself at home in the classical 
Walpurgis night, he had been educated to it 
on the Blocksberg ; but a man who has only 
seen female beauty in a statuary of antiques 
is internally stirred by it at first as by 
something strange, divine ; yet the sacred fire 
transforms itself into a brand that it casts 
into his soul. 

" Thus it befell me also ! Another perhaps 
would have turned away from the incredible, 
as if from some hypocritical doings, and have 
condemned the leader of this divina comedia. 
Again another would have condemned the 
excesses of extravagant piety which played 
a serious game with sin. 

" The veil of Sais which hung before my 
life was torn ; for the first time I saw in all 
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its glory the disguised wonder of my dreams, 
woman. 

" But the Millennium also sank into ruins 
with one blow ! 

**I was sufficiently used to intoxicated 
rapture not to condemn with the mind of the 
sober man that which was unusual, over which 
the uninitiated must break a lance. That which 
was done, was not done in the service of sin, 
it was a holy sacrifice, and how could the 
exalted lights of the community be thus ex- 
tinguished in the fog and mist of what waa 
common ? If the limitless audacity of these 
believers made me shudder— it was only the 
curse of sin, the temptation of the devil, it 
was the unatonable crime of beauty, against 
which the power of blessed resistance might 
strive in vain. 

" And this marvel of creation should be a 
work of the devil, this paradise of beauty 
only conceal the serpent within itself ! 

" Fools who drew to light the secret dispo- 
sitions of the primeval powers, because ruin 
and sin creep about in darkness, but in light 
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beauty triumphs. No uneasiness, no thought 
of mockery and desecration arose within me ; 
I felt so strange amongst these men and 
women, for only in the service of higher 
powers could they overcome that which 
without in unsanctified circles was esteemed 
oitizen-like custom. Their sanctification con- 
sisted in crossing themselves before beauty, 
and drawing near to it in blindness that 
could see, and with a loathing that struggled 
to suppress delight. 

"Thus had the preacher taught; in such 
sanctity I, too, made my essay, but much too 
great was the power of beauty over me 
who had hitherto seen so little. I felt that 
its contemplation sanctified me otherwise 
than the secret doctrine desired. Like an 
electric flash of enlightenment, it poured over 
all recollections of my school days; the 
dreary lecture-room was transformed into 
Mount Ida with its goddesses, and Venus 
appeared before my eyes as she arises in 
immortal beauty out of the ocean's billows. 

" A heretic was begotten in me, secemou 
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from the dark doctrine proclaimed itself in 
my heart. A principal figure of those re- 
velations which illumine the creation of the 
world with mysterious light, stood before my 
soul, and I had the temerity to compare 
myself with it. It was that Eloah of lights 
that Lucifer who suddenly perceived that the 
powers of light which flowed from him 
became diminished, and now retained them 
defiantly within himself, in opposition to the 
plan of creation. Thus I felt within me the 
spirit of revolt, the individual power which 
receives the light of revelation in itself merely 
for its own defiant illumination. 

" And on that evening the Grafin from the 
Castle led Frau Salden to me as my spiritual 
bride. Spiritual bride ! — profound significance 
lay in this word, a significance which extended 
far away beyond the span of earthly life ; it 
contained a consecration for this and for 
that other world. 

" Yet I was no longer capable of grasping 
that import — earthly love had laid hold of 
my heart ; now I no longer recognised the 



THE PALL OP MAN. 55 

barriers, as I did after that confession to 
the Grafin ; like a tempest in spring, I felt 
it rage within me : the spring of love and 
beauty had for the first time made their entry 
into my soul. 

" I visited Frau Salden, but how changed 
everything appeared to me in those cosy 
rooms ! All rest, all peace had vanished from 
them. The lines in the splendid open Bible 
ran confusedly into one another, the Mag- 
dalene on the wall seemed to rise from her 
couch, throw the Bible aside, and be wafted 
towards us in that seductive beauty in which 
she once wandered on the shores of the Sea 
of Galilee, and, as if in mockery of my feverish 
unrest, the windmill sails on yonder side of 
the river moved with irritating regularity. 

" But the seraphic kisses of my spiritual 
bride burned upon my lips. 

"She was gentle and calm before my 
passionate fervour. I acknowledged to her 
that I loved her ; she replied that such was 
my right and my duty, and that this love was 
reciprocated by her ; certainly it mig\it 'OlQ^ 
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be of a perishable form, not like children of 
the world must we love one another, but with 
imperishable spiritual love. My heart, all my 
feelings were bound up in her. Nevertheless, 
it was not merely indistinctness, but hypocrisy 
on my part when I still spoke of such spiritual 
love, for I loved her with all fprvour, as mortals 
love who do not belong to the elect and chosen. 

" I still frequently attempted to attune 
my mind to those emotions which filled me 
when woman still stood before me sublime, 
unknown ; but that magic was broken, and as 
I previously, probably more than all others of 
that circle, had been capable of the purest 
spiritual love, so was I now, when since that 
fatal evening on which the unhemmed waves 
of passion broke over me, more incapable of 
it than all others. 

" What to the others appeared to be the 
hermit's grotto of Saint Anthony, who re- 
sisted the allurements of the spirit of beauty, 
had become a mount of Venus for me, and 
like a modern Tannhauser, I lay beneath the 
spell of the immortal goddess. 
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" I dared not confess my heresy to the 
l)eloved one ; perhaps she would have turned 
•angrily away from me for ever, and I could 
justify my silence, because I too had moments 
in which I could join in my spiritual bride's 
fervent prayers, but they were merely mo- 
ments. My internal estrangment from the 
faith of the elect community increased. I only 
ventured to express the faintest doubts, then 
^he looked at me with an expression of in- 
finite love ; her large tender eye rested upon 
me with such soul-felt meaning ; verily her 
love for me was different from mine for her : 
•she appeared to watch over my whole life, 
she felt that we must all be prepared to 
welcome the coming hour of the Millennium ; 
atonement, forgiveness, purification spoke 
from out her looks, infinite desire to rescue, 
to sanctify the sinner. 

" I came frequently, I came daily; she with- 
held all tokens which love demands, although 
her saintly eyes expressed an increasing, 
more intense emotion. I became a hypocrite, 
I required these tokens in the name of sal- 
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vation, of spiritual exercises; could my^ 
spiritual bride deny me tliem ? 

" Serious and devout conversations must 
accompany the work of sanctification. 

" She urged me vrith great sternness, and 
blamed my lack of holy strength, vrhen my 
eyes told more of passion than of sacred self- 
conquest ; yet her eyes, too, were not always 
so stern as her words ; sometimes they were- 
filled with a tenderness the eloquence of 
which was very different from that which 
flowed from her lips ; it w^as as if they would 
atone for the unavoidably harsh word which 
sacred duty imposed; yes this word, too,, 
lost its victorious decision, it quivered with 
internal conflict, and sometimes she closed 
her weary eye, and tears hung on her eye- 
lashes. 

** It was on a quiet evening, we alone as 
usual ; I came overwhelmed with conflicting 
feelings, because I was wanting in all the 
qualifications of a hypocrite; my heart re- 
belled against the opposition wLich threatened 
to destroy my life. 
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" The wings of the windmill went round 
beneath the evening sky ; it seemed like a 
mockery of all my thoughts and deeds, that 
everlasting monotony of the beating of wooden 
wings, that interminable game of those arms 
stretching out in vain. 

" I was more daring, she softer than 
usual ; she would even on that day deny me 
the right of devout exercise. Then I assumed 
the stem tone of a spiritual bridegroom, and 
she obeyed hesitatingly ; the spirit of grace 
seemed to have left her, she seemed to be 
seized with a tremor before the might of 
passion, with rapture into which her own 
beauty transported her. And, indeed, I 
thought her more beautiful than ever on 
that day ; pious words died upon her lips ; 
I covered them with glowing kisses, and 
folded her in my arms. 

The spiritual bride had become a mortal 
woman, the grey ashes of penitence had been 
wafted away by all the winds of heaven, and 
the Vulcan of earthly affection had obstructed 
the Paradise of those Saints with red-hot lava^ 
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" She released herself from my arms, and 
rushed, sobbing, upon her knees before the 
jprie dieu^ to which she clung convulsively, 

" I explained to her that, from that day, I 
should look upon her as my betrothed, and 
begged her to accept my heart and hand. 

" She looked up at me with a glance full 
of emotion and love, as it appeared to me, 
for she uttered no word, nor did she rise 
from her knees. 

" With equal decision, however, I told her 
that we must both leave the circle of saints, 
that for long already my heart had rebelled 
against the doctrine of sanctity and this play- 
ing with sin ; that I no longer believed in the 
marriage of souls, but that now I perceived 
the goal of that love which takes possession 
of the entire man, in giving up mind and 
body. 

" Then the penitent arose, and, with clasped 
Tiands, gazed at me with a look of pity. 

" * There is one atonement for sin,' said 
she, *if the right spirit of sanctity dwells 
within us ; but he who renounces that spirit 
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is lost ; he destroys the bond of the com- 
miiiiity of souls, for this and for the next 
life; 

" * Paulina,' cried I, *you have heard my 
offer, and you would still thus refuse to be 
mine ? ' 

" * Why shall marriage,' replied she, * not 
be the pillar of lasting communion of souls ? 
Even our principal children of light, even the 
Witnesses of the Revelation are united, and 
gladly would I traverse the path of life with 
you. But never shall I sacrifice the incor- 
ruptible to the corruptible ! You shut your- 
self out from the companions of our union, 
as soon as you release yourself from our 
faith. Then I shall no longer be your spiritual 
bride, and it would be impious to become 
your earthly wife.' 

" I still spoke to her in the imploring lan- 
guage of passion ; I folded her ardently in 
my arms, she did not repel me, yet she re- 
mained cold, and the pupils of her eyes^ 
dilated with a strange wandering light. 

"^You are too agitated to-day,' I said to- 



1 



»»■ 



f 

n 



Ji 



■^ 






62 WITHERED LEAVES. 



jf her. * Eecover yourself, I will come again t 

talk more quietly.' 

' -Tj " * It will not make any difference/ sai 

' "' she, coldly. * I have sinned, 1 know it, but fo 

such sin there is forgiveness ; I will go to hii 

* ll who occupies a high position in the spirituj 

I kingdom, to the perfect man ; I will confes 

to him, and he will pardon my guilt I Bi] 
there is no atonement for those who dra^ 
back from the earnestness of sanctificatior 
and return into the darkness of the worl 
and their ruin, because the shadow of deat 
will fall upon them, and they are faithles 
and have succumbed to the devil. Eeturn t 
us,' she cried, imploringly, * then I will b 
your wife upon earth, as some day in heaven 
believe once more in the sanctification whic 
you have impiously desecrated with unbeliei 

|! because the acknowledgment of the truth ha 

power to sanctify everything.' 

" * Never,' said I now. * I shall not return 
and just as little shall I tolerate that my wif* 
be sanctified by the witnesses and angels.' 
" She replied that she should never sepa 
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rate herself from a community in which she 
had found her soul's eternal salvation. 

" My heart seemed to be pierced and torn ; 
was it possible that she, in whom I had found 
the delight of my life, was lost to me? Was 
it credible that now we parted coldly and 
distantly ? 

" It had become late; I descended the dark 
staircase of the house, when I heard a merry, 
<5hildish voice, and touched a nurse's dress in 
passing. 

« ' The little Salden ? ' asked I. 

" * Yes, my Herr,' was the reply. 

" I stroked the hair and cheeks of the little 
one, who seemed to nestle against her com- 
panion in alarm. 

" * Do not be afi^aid,' said I, * go play with 
jour dolls ; it is the same game that the saints 
indulge in with theirs.' 

" As I descended the stairs still farther, I 
heard above me another surreptitious chuckle, 
followed by cheerful laughter. 

" During a sleepless night, the late occur- 
rences impressed themselves with glowing 
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characters into my soul — the intoxication of 
bliss, and the anguish of renunciation — and. 
hastening down from a brightly-illumined 
hill, I followed a woman wandering through 
chasms from one dark abyss to another ; her 
tattered robe caught on every thorn, but her 
beautiful form gleamed from the depths below. , 

" Two days passed away in agonising excite- 
ment ; I hoped Paulina in the meantime would 
have found leisure for calmer consideration ; 
I, myself, adhered firmly to my given word^ 
although I was aware that in the circle of 
my relatives who disapproved of my inter- 
course with the saints, of my connection 
with that beautiful woman, who was known 
to be one of the most zealous adherents of 
the much-abused creed, much annoyance 
would be caused, yes, that my father would 
perhaps refuse his consent altogether. 

" Once more I visited the woman of what 
was truly my first love. I repeated my offer.. 

" She was friendly as ever, and welcomed 
me with the pious greeting of the community^ 
and then said — 
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" ' We will remain friends ; I have spoken 
to him, the holy, the pure man ; I have seen 
him with my eyes, he has taken me to his 
heart, he will teach and sanctify me, for he 
has pity upon my weakness. Then, how- 
ever, I am to occapy a high position in the 
congregation ; he recognises that in my inner 
being lies all that must call me to be a child 
of light.' 

" She uttered it cheerfully, almost trium- 
phantly, but I saw that this woman was lost 
to me for ever ! I parted from her in des- 
pair. 

Since then I have never seen her again. 
When the secular powers interfered in the 
secrets of the new faith, when the leading 
preachers were summoned before the law, 
then the public voice spoke a verdict of con- 
demnation upon all who belonged to that 
circle. 

" Then I heard Frau Salden's name men- 
tioned, whose guardianship of her child had 
been taken from her by the authorities, 
because a mother possessing such impious 

-VOL. u. Y 






66 WITHERED LEAVES. 

principles was not capable of bringing it np 
property ; I learned that she had banished 
herself to the greatest solitude upon her 
remote estate. I had contrived to have my- 
self removed to the law courts of another 
province, but since that time the report of 
my participation in that community perse- 
cuted me. My relations to Frau Salden 
certainly had remained a secret ; but it was 
sufficient that I had been a member of that 
despised circle, in order to cause me to be 
constantly overlooked and kept back in the 
early part of my career. I therefore relin- 
quished it entirely, and wandered through 
distant quarters of the globe, so as to escape 
from the reproaches of others and from my own 
memories of the past. After many years I 
returned home, and to my pained astonish- 
ment found that those occurrences which I 
had deemed long since buried, still clung to 
people's recollections. But that is not the 
worst. A cold hand has taken hold of the 
new spring that arose brilliantly before me, 
and all its verdure and blossoms are trans- 
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-formed into crackling, withered leaves ; inevi- 
tably, mortally the past seizes me as if it were 
\b. Medusa's head ! That is a blow to my very 
heart, and after I have once more let the 
pictm-es of my life pass quietly before me, 
I may now at last utter one cry of anguish, 
like a wounded hart, that pants in vain to 
Tef resh itself at the sparkling forest spring. 

" Eva*s mother is that Frau Salden, who 
once was my spiritual bride I Thus the 
daughter can never become my earthly one ; 
it is a calamity, it is my doom I No written 
law prohibits it ; the world's opinion cannot 
condemn, as from it all remains a secret ; but 
my irrefutable feeling rebels against it, it is 
impossible and I am utterly miserable that 
it is impossible." 

With these words, Blanden had concluded 
iis story. Without, the morning already 
lay sparkling over land and sea; Blanden 
started as a chance glance in the inirror 
showed him his own worn-out reflection. 

Doctor Kuhl had merely interrupted his 
friend's tale now and again by a question or 
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a remark, now he flung his finished cigar 
aside with the words, " The poor child ! 

" And can you see no means of escape ? 
asked Blanden. 

"No, one may bid defiance to laws, but 
not to one's personal feelings." 

"Never have I been so helpless," cried 
Blanden, " so desperately helpless ; I wander 
about like a criminal ; I dare not approach 
either the mother or the daughter. May she 
learn the truth ? What excuse is offered for 
my withdrawal, for behaviour that looks like 
a public insult ? '* 

"Write a couple of lines to her now,'^ 
said Kuhl, " but not all at once. The dose 
would be too severe. Leave the rest to the 
mother. And now go and sleep, my friend ; 
you need a few hours' refreshment. I will 
forget the follies of human life, and simul- 
taneously with the fire of the young sun 
plunge into the ocean tide. Until we meet 
again ! " 



CHAPTER IV. 



MOTHER AND DAUGHTER. 

The mother, after a violent attack of spasms, 
had fallen asleep. 

Eva watched beside her bed; torn, its 
flowers crushed and mingling with her dis- 
hevelled locks, the blue-bell wreath hung 
around her brow ; as if in mockery, the music 
of the interrupted feast resounded from afar ; 
an old clock on the wall ticked second after 
second, and to Eva it seemed as if with each 
second her age increased by days, with each 
half hour by years, as though her life were 
running down with the noisy mechanism of 
±he clock. 

She put her hand to her burning temples ; 
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yes she must have become old, very old^ 
during that night ! ' 

And was her mother not still young and 
beautiful — still now even, as she lay there 
with distorted features, with scorching 
breath, with violent throbbings of her pulses, 
in fevered dreams ? 

Eva gazed with infinite emotion upon the 
sleeping woman. All fond pictures of her 
childhood rose before her mind: she saw 
herself sitting at the window that looked out 
over meadow and river, her mother ex- 
plained the pictures in her picture books ; she 
still saw that lovely smile hover around 
those lips when they read aloud some merry 
verse which interpreted a gaily-coloured 
scene ; then she saw herself with her mother 
in the evening light, in whose reflection the 
rafts glided along the river, and because 
everything was so beautiful and full of repose 
outside, and equally beautiful and calm her 
mother s countenance, she kissed and em- 
braced that fondly beloved one with heartfelt 
fervour in a feeling of gratitude that knew 
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no bounds, as though she must thank her 
mother for the glorious evening, and for 
every joy in her young life. 

Then she stood again before her doll's 
liouse ; her mother came to her and joined in 
her play, hour after hour. Every doll had 
its name and its character, and they met 
with sundry wonderful little occurrences. 
The daughter hung devoutly on her mother's 
lips, which chatted so merrily, and from 
which flowed such an inexhaustible spring of 
legends and fairy tales. 

But when she prayed — and she prayed 
much — then the daughter might not disturb 
her. She always rose from her knees so 
mild and gentle, and her fervent eyes rested 
at those times with double happiness upon 
the beloved child. 

Then gloomy days drew near, days of 
weeping and wailing. Eva wept too, she 
knew not wherefore, all was unquiet ; every- 
thing moved around her as if in the flicker- 
ing light of a scorching fire — ^but she could 
not tell whence the flames ascended. Cup- 
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boards were emptied, boxes packed; sud- 
denly the hour of departure tolled — a never- 
to-be-forgotten hour filled with tears. How 
she rested upon her mother's heart, as though 
she could not tear herself away I 

All these pictures passed before her mind, 
as after a meeting which was even more 
terrible than once the parting had been, and 
equally inexplicable, she sat beside her 
mother's sick bed. But the fever appeared 
to diminish ; she breathed more softly, more 
quietly ; the lamp went out, the first streaks 
of early dawn peeped through the window 
panes. 

And with the first beams of morning, 
holy thoughts filled the daughter's breast ; 
thoughts of the pleasures of sacrifice, such as 
in the dawn of history often filled the breasts 
of nations. 

Oh, could she make this beautiful unhappy 
mother happy; she would sacrifice her 
heart's blood f6r that mother, gladly meet 
death for her sake I 

She folded her hands ; every thought, every 
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amotion, was a blessing upon her mother, 
wlio had suffered, must still suffer so much. 

And in these thoughts she forgot herself ; 
her own life appeared to her like an expiring 
light, and she did not lament it. 

And yet, she could not but again and again 
recollect that unheard of, that mysterious 
event which had taken place, for which with 
•convulsive struggles she sought some eluci- 
dation. 

One thing she felt assured of — the happi- 
ness of her life was destroyed, and perhaps 
the darkness in which she was shipwrecked 
contained more consolation than an unnatural 
light which illumined the intricate paths of 
her doom. 

And he — ^how miserable must he be ! It 
was the same flash of lightning that had struck 
them both. 

The mother stirred; did the first ray of 
the sun disturb her? Immediately, Eva 
hung a dark shawl before the window, whose 
light curtains did not shield them from the 
joyous light of morning. 
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Then, with sonorous strokes, the clock ott 
the wall struck jfive. Frau von Salden 
awoke. 

Her first glance rested upon her daughter; 
her mind was still half wrapped in dreams, in 
the twilight of consciousness, the bliss of 
purest maternal love was reflected in her 

w 

features. She saw that daughter, of whont 
she had been so long deprived, before her in 
all her youthful beauty which was even en- 
hanced by anguish ; delusive dreams as they 
escaped formed a golden frame to this picture, 
or as light veils fluttered over it, and,, 
enthralled by such a lovely present, her soul 
knew nothing of the past or future. 

Yet it was but for a moment; then a 
sudden ray of perfect consciousness en- 
lightened her. She rubbed her eyes; the 
veils of her dreams fluttered to the ground^ 
and with a loud cry she threw herself upon 
her child's bosom, whom she pressed closely 
to herself amidst scalding tears. 

" My poor, poor Eva ! " 

" Mother, I am not unhappy — I will not be 
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unhappy I I have no cares— only be cheerful 
yourself ! " 

** You love him so much, so fondly ! That 
love, I can feel it with you, is your whole 
life. Oh, curse me ! My presence brings you 
evil ! Curse me I *' 

"Never,'* said Eva, " for I know that you 
love me. How could I curse love ? " 

" How poor we are though, with all our 
love ! There where we would bring salvation, 
we bring ruin. Our love is like a pious wish, 
a powerless breath, which, hardly has it 
escaped our lips before it is transformed by 
invisible powers into a poisonous blast. I 
came hither with the richest treasure of bless- 
ings in my heart, although not without 
anxious fear ; and now I shower abundant ills 
upon your head." 

" I do not yet know what happened," 
whispered Eva. " I only know that I see 
you again, that you suffer and are unhappy, 
that Blanden has resigned me ; but it is not 
I about whom we must concern ourselves just 
now — only about you I What has grieved 
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you SO, shocked you ? I hardly dare to think 
— he is your enemy I " 

" Not so," said Frau von Salden, shaking her 
head ; " you poor, good child." 

" You would conceal it from me — he is 
your enemy I Therefore you were so afraid, 
when you saw him — therefore he grew so 
pale at sight of you ! Has he done anything 
to injure you; has he offended you deeply? 
Oh, he shall come and beg for forgiveness, 
upon his knees he shall lie before you ; I pro- 
mise it ! So much power my wishes still 
possess over him — oh, yes, he loves me 
still; how could his love have vanished in 
one night ! I will tell him that whosoever has 
offended my mother has no right to my love, 
that he must jfirst win it by atonement and 
her pardon. I am still his little forest-fairy ; 
he is still within my magic spell ; when my 
little flower bells ring, let him struggle as he 
may, he must obey me I But when he comes 
and renounces his enmity and entreats you 
for pardon, little mother, then you will grant 
it him, will you not, perfectly, entirely, with- 
out any remains of the old ill-feeling ? '* 



MOTHER AND DAUGHTER. 77 

"You are dreaming," said Frau Salden, 
while she stared with a confused gaze at her 
daughter's countenance, and stroked her hair 
with a loving hand. 

" You doubt that I still retain my power 
over him ? Oh, I may look very ugly to- 
day, quite spoiled with tears ; I am not 
always so, little mother, he knows that I 
have my good days, too. He thought me 
good-looking yonder upon the weeping wil- 
low-hill I Oh, heavens I The weepiug 
willows bent down over our young love 
whispering misfortune, but you will talk to 
one another, of course I Everything will yet 
turn out well I Oh, those days were so beauti- 
ful, so ethereally beautiful ! Have mercy, my 
mother ! If it costs you one word to bring 
them back again, then speak that word ; even 
if it be hard for you. I may acknowledge 
that great happiness for me depends upon it ; 
control your anger I " 

Frau Salden looked at her child with in- 
tense emotion. 

" It is not that — if it only were so ! 
Nothing would be too hard for me — no word, 
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no deed — if I could found your happiness by 
them! But that power is not given to 
me ; therefore we are both unhappy ! But 
now go to sleep, my Eva ! I am well ; I will 
get up ; but you have not closed an eye ! 
How pale you look — where are the roses 
which yesterday bloomed so freshly in your 
cheeks ? Go to sleep, only for a few hours — 
it will bring peace, rest, and courage ! Who 
could endure life without sleep ? It would 
be an uninterrupted agony; all pictures 
would score their burning impress in our 
brains. Sleep shrouds them beneath the 
softening veil, and we can confound them 
with our dreams." 

" No, mother ! that I can never do I If it 
were all but a dream my soul would still bleed 
to death from it." 

Frau Salden had risen from her bed ; she 
felt really better ; only the internal conflict 
still remained imprinted in her features. 

With unenvious pleasure, Eva contemplated 
her mother, as she sat before the mirror, in 
order to arrange her hair flowing down 
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abundantly; she thouglit herself less beautiful, 
less bountifully endowed by Nature, than was 
the mother over whom years had passed 
tracelessly away; could she compete with 
that splendid figure, with that nobility, those 
decided movements, that charm of her fully- 
developed form ? 

She could not help it ; she must fold her 
mother to her heart with words of glowing 
flattery. 

Frau Salden struggled gently against the 
love of a child, for whom she had just pre- 
pared the greatest anguish of its life. 

"Go to sleep, Eva," repeated she, with 
motherly anxiety. 

** Sleep — it would be best I I cannot con- 
ceive that I could look with waking eyes at 
the people before whom I stood yesterday in 
such utter abasement. It would be impos- 
sible for me to show myself here to the 
gaping crowd. I must away, away from 
here ; but I cannot part from you with this 
enigma unsolved. Mother I I implore you, 
give me certainty — I have courage to bear all.'* 
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" And you do not ask if I have courage to 
confess all ? " 

" Mother 1 " cried Eva, doubting and ques- 
tioning, with the terror of presentiment. 

** If it were so easy to lift the veil, should 
I not have raised it long since ? If any 
happiness, any comfort could arise from it,. 
should I hesitate with such a disclosure ? " 

"I would have the truth, mother — the 
truth ! In positive certainty I shall re- 
cover my strength of mind, which is paralysed 
in this gnawing doubt." 

Frau Salden rose from her toilet; the 
morning sun shone straight upon her face,, 
she covered it with her hands; then she 
turned round, but a burning colour rested 
upon her features, and an internal tremor 
shook her form as if with ague. 

** I belong to that community which was 
scattered by the law of the country ; one of 
the rules of that sect demands full confession 
of our sins, by thought, word, or deed ! It 
was often hard for us to make this confession 
before the Saints and Pure ones, and not to 
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conceal aught of that which stirred our in- 
most souls ; often have I stood there hesitat- 
ing and seeking to veil that which I dared 
not confess, until the implacable word com- 
pelled me to acknowledge the whole truth 
without any fraudulent disguise; yet, what 
was that confession compared with the one of 
to-day — compared with the one by which the 
mother must ruin her daughter's happiness?" 

With clasped hands Eva looked implor- 
ingly at her mother. 

" Well, then, bury your head in* my lap ; 
do not look at me ; believe that it is the Angel 
of Judgment who speaks, who holds the 
rattling scales high above your head." 

Eva knelt down before her mother, and 
leaned her head in her mother's lap. 

" I do not hate Herr von Blanden — ^never 
have hated him — ^but I have loved him." 

Noiselessly Eva slid down at her mother's 
feet. Only after some little time she re- 
covered her senses in her parent's arms. 

" I have loved him," repeated the mother, 
** and that is worse, far worse ! " 

VOL. II. G 
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And you love him still ? " asked Eva, 
and you are angry with me that I would rob 
you of him ? but he — how could he — *' 

" Listen to me, my child ! We were both 
members of a devout community, misjudged 
by the world ; this brought us closer together. 
A decision in council of the Superiors des- 
tined me for his spiritual bride ! " 
" Spiritual bride ! — oh, my God ! " 
" That in our circle is deemed a bond, 
which is bound for all eternity ! " 

" And is not every bride a spiritual one, 
and every bond united for everlasting en- 
durance ?" 

" The secret understanding of such matters 
is only revealed to the elect ! But the mutual 
delights of devotion, the strengthening of 
the Divine Will in us, with the increasing 
danger of probation, all these exercises did 
not find us so strong as the faith and the 
prayers of the community required ! Earthly 
affection took possession of our hearts. I 
offered weak resistance to his tempestuous 
jDassion. Let the dreadful word suffice you 
— JJoved him." 
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Eva suppressed a loud cry, with lips firmly 
pressed together, and buried her head deeper 
in the folds of the dress. 

" I was doubly guilty, because the holy 
work had led us to damnation. The penance 
inflicted for such impiety was lighter than I 
feared, because the superior leader of our 
community, blessed with especial powers of 
enlightenment, undertook to sanctify me, and 
I could soon stand purified from that sin. 
Now only the heavy punishment comes upon 
me, crushingly, annihilatingly. Too mild 
was the work of that atonement. Heaven 
has rejected it. I feel it, and now it dooms 
me to the full weight of its wrath. In 
deepest degradation I must humble myself 
before my own daughter, in order to destroy 
the happiness of whose life the spectre hand 
of that unholy, blissful hour is stretched 
forth from out the past. Forgive me, my 
beloved chUd I " 

Eva rose pale, dissolved in tears, and put 
out her hand, as if in repudiation. 

** I have nothing to forgive you, mother I 
I do not exaJt myself ao impiously a^ to m^ 
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to sit in judgment upon you. I could not 
but love you even unto death — and you are 
not guilty I Oh, no — that you are not I '* 

" Guilty towards you," said Frau Salden, 
wringing her hands. 

" None know what the future may bring,*^ 
replied Eva ; " it cannot be foretold. Human 
destiny is like a fleeting cloud : now it gleams 
in the full light of the sun at its mid-day 
height, or in the varying colours of its declin- 
ing hour ; then it flows down/ in tears. Many 
die in the bloom of youth; death is a 
doom ; there is a death, too, for the heart. It 
comes, one knows not whence. It is not our 
fault. Mother, be calm ! We have the same 
eyes, the same heart ; must we not also have 
the same love ? " 

Eva looked out of the window, unwonted 
sublimity lay in her demeanour. 

" Lookj how the waves roll, and break 
'upon the shore ! Each one bears the rays of 
the same sun within it ; now they spring 
exultingly in whirling foam, then die away upon 
the desolate strand ! Mother, we are both 
wretched ! '* 
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And she hastened back and clasped Frau 
Salden to her heart, who gazed in fear at her 
daughter's excited manner. 

" But no ! " cried Eva suddenly, " what 
did I say of you ? It is quite different for 
jou, quite different. A question has long 
been hovering upon my lips ; why, then, did 
jou not become man and wife, if you loved 
one another ? I must ask, I must ; I can no 
longer endure the obscurity which overshadows 
everything ! Life must be transparent for me, 
transparent — even if, like glass, it should 
break within my hands.'* 

Frau Salden pressed her hand upon her 
heart ; " We parted, he no longer shared my 
faith ! In that faith only I could live ! " 

" Oh, mother, you will, you shall still be 
happy ! " 

" I cannot, now ! Too much has happened 
since I submitted to the decree of sanctifica- 
tion, that must have appeared to him like 
doing wrong. He measures with a worldly 
measure — therefore, I am not worthy of him ! " 

" I will away to him, will entreat him, if 
stiU a particle of love for me—" 
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" Stay, stay, my child ; never, never ! " 

" He shall make you happy, you ! You 
have a prior right to him. Then I will 
forget everything myself, then, when you are,. 
I will be happy." 

" Foolish child I And if the past were 
dead ; the daughter's lover to marry the 
mother, that is impossible, it would challenge 
all the scorn that in society lies ever watching 
for its prey. And he shall not become the 
victim of such scorn." 

" The daughter, the daughter," said Eva, 
buried in quiet meditation, " she is the 
obstacle I" 

" No, the mother alone it is, and if that 
weird spectre disappeared that stands be- 
tween your felicity, if it vanished away 
into night from which it arose so inoppor- 
tunely, if time with its increasing oblivion 
buried it — then, perhaps, once more, even if 
not to-morrow, nor the day after, but when 
a year had elapsed, the roses of love might 
bloom again upon this tomb." 

" Never, never," said Eva, falling upon 
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her knees before her mother. " I beseech you, 
urgently, such thoughts are * impious, such 
deeds can alter nothing. Between him and 
me there lies an unfathomable chasm, no sacri- 
fice can fill it up ! I will not, I cannot be his 
wife ; but between you and him no chasm 
exists, a bridge is still possible in your 
case ! " 

" Only the rainbow of your dreams arches 
it over. But I feel from your words how 
you love me, my only child, and with such 
undeserved love. Believe me, this is a 
moment in my life that outweighs years of 
joylessness." 

And mother and daughter lay weeping in 
each other's arms. 

A knock at the door ! The Regierungs- 
rath, with solemn, pallid mien, white as chalk, 
like his cravat, entered with Miranda, who 
must bend under the low door-way. 

" Good morning, sister," said old Kalzow, 
*• we come to fetch Eva. After yesterday's 
occurrence she must linger here no longer; 
fihe must return at once to Warnicken." 
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" We shall be alone there," added Miranda* 
" most of the visitors staying there returne^c: 
straight home from here. The Kreisgerioht^^ 
rath, who proposed still remaining, wa^^ 
frightened out of our vicinity by that terribl 
event. Indeed, you bring too much, to 
much evil upon us." 

And the Regierungsrathin dried a tear of 
pain and indignation in her eyes. 

"My mother is ill," said Eva, "can I 
leave her now ? " 

"111?" cried Miranda, "111? Am I not 
so too ? Are we not all ill ? My poor hus- 
band has coughed during the whole morning, 
as though the betrothal had gone down the 
wrong side of his throat ! The girl must 
away, and as truly as she is now our child, I 
shall guard her against any new encounter 
with my dear sister-in-law." 

" But, my dear wife," said Kalzow. 

" I never imagined it so bad ! " con- 
tinued Miranda, indomitably. " Wherever 
her past is touched, moths fly out ! What 
happiness she has destroyed ! Kulmitten, 
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"Bositten, Nehren ; good heavens ! the most 

'^autiful estates in the world, a pleasant, 

handsome nobleman, and all in proper order I 

iiere she intrudes with her unhappy ad- 

"^^ntures, and everything ends in smoke ! 

flad my good sister-in-law loved another 

*9.mt, we could better have pardoned her 

for it." 

Frau Salden stood in silence, her hand 
pressed upon her heart ; but Eva cried amidst 
W sobs — 

" Oh, my God ! and all these insults for 
ay sake ! Why am I not dead I " 

" Go with them, my child ! " said Frau 
Salden. " You belong to them ! Let me 
return home to the quiet solitude, which I 
only forsook to bring evil upon you. The 
air here breathes harshness and insults, I can 
bear it no longer ! " 

" Dear sister," said the Regierungsrath, 
who suddenly felt a sensation of pity, "if in 
Warnicken — " 

" For heaven's sake," said the Eathin, 
angrily, " of what are you thinking ? My 



90 WITHERED LEAVES. 

nerves are not strong enough to endure the- 
sight of a woman who has frustrated our 
most beautiful plans. And then I do not 
deny it, after all that has happened, I am 
anxious about my cbaracter." 

" Miranda !" the Rath said, with timid 
wrath. 

" We must call things by their true names. 
Report will string together what we conceal^ 
and it will not find much to spare." 

"Do not fear," said Frau Salden, with 
haughty coldness, *'I will not annoy you 
with my presence, hard as it will be for me 
just now to part from my daughter. Fare- 
well, then, Eva, and tell me only once mora 
that you love me ! " 

" Inexpressibly, my mother ! " 

And she lay in the other's arms. 

" Then go in peace." 

Eva tottered to the door, half dragged 
away by Miranda, yet she turned round once 
more for a last fond farewell. Then, as if 
she had made some resolve, with a majestic 
look upon her features she left the room 
with a &rm step. 
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Bat Fran Salden sank upon tlie couch, 
boned her face in the cushions, and let her 
irrepressible flowing tears take their unre- 
strained course. 




CHAPTER V. 



HALP-WITTED KATOHBN. 



A PEW weeks had elapsed since the above- 
named events. The sea-side places had 
become empty; the Regierungsrath was 
seated behind his documents, but Miranda 
was still at the fisherman's cottage by the 
sea; she had to nurse Eva, who was taken 
dangerously ill immediately after her arrival 
inWamicken. She was seized with a nervous 
fever, and wild delirious fancies chased her 
frightened spirit about in mad career. 

Blanden had not set out for his estate ; he 
had retired to the Chief Forester's house, in 
the deepest woodland solitude ; he felt most 
afc home with his father's worthy ftdend— and 
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he needed the comfort of friendship. It is 
true that the old gentleman never led the con- 
versation to Blanden's late experiences, but 
in his fresh, sterling nature, in his devotion to 
his profession, lay a power which was capable 
of holding enthralled the evil spirits of a 
distracted life. 

Often they strolled together through the 
woods, rejoiced at the young, flourishing 
growth, at the tall oaks, in whose shade 
Remove's bloody recollections still seemed to 
dwell, at the sunny glades, across which stags 
and hinds wandered, visible from afar. 

But he loved best to go alone, in a tempest 
that whirled through the tops of the trees, 
broke ofE boughs and branches, and hurled 
them to the ground, and when all other 
voices were rendered mute before that of the 
hurricane, then he believed to hear in it the 
ciy of that almighty destiny before which 
nothing can exist, and that pursues its own 
course above the head of man. 

But what enchained him most was the 
vicinity to Wamicken. He knew of Eva's 
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illness, intelligence which had thrown him 
into a state of feverish excitement. The 
doctor, to whom he often rode over to make 
enquiries, prohibited him from visiting the 
sick bed as it would be dangerous for the 
patient's life. But how often Blanden stood 
upon the wooded cliffs, and gazed with in- 
tense anguish as they gleamed in the evening 
light upon the simple attic windows, behind 
which the beloved, to him lost, maiden lay 
in fever's delirious phantasies ! 

On several occasions, as he returned home 
at a late hour from Warnicken, he fancied that 
footsteps were following him, as though the 
bushes behind him rustled ; bub he did not 
think of danger, and when on casting a cur- 
sory glance round he perceived nothing, he 
deemed it beneath him to make any exertions 
to discover who might dog his steps. 

Once he was returning home on a stormy 
evening, and the rustling in the forest, the 
groaning and cracking of the boughs accom- 
panied his steps. He had learned from the 
doctor that Eva liad passed all danger, and 



HALF-WITTED KATCHEN. 95 

was now on the way towards recovery. He 
felt a sensation of pain, mingled with pleasure, 
at this. Did not life lie joylessly before the 
convalescent girl ? And had he the power to 
^Iter it ? His love still often rebelled with 
brilliant sophisms against the resolution of 
renunciation; it was a course of tempest's 
triumphant passion, which hoped to destroy 
as mere prejudice the resistance of an invin- 
cible feeling. But always in vain. The 
feeling remained impervious to all attacks. 

The storm had died away. Blanden could 
not sleep, and looked out into the moonlight 
night, which silvered the gloomy forest, and 
upward to the transparent, starry sky^ 
Venus stood on the horizon, higher stilJ, 
yellow, sparkling Mars, like an envious orb, 
that seemed to cast a hostile light upon the 
soft planet of love.- An image of his life; 
an envious fate did not vouchsafe the peace- 
ful bliss to him, for which his soul had striven 
with such ardent longing. 

The window was situated in the basement 
story of the house, and led into a little 
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garden, with shrubs and turf growing as- 
nature planted them. There, again, was a 
rustle in the nearest thorn hedge, and Blan- 
den thought to perceive a gay-coloured dress 
behind the thorny bushes. At the same 
moment the Forester's yard dog began to 
bark, and the dress, clutched together in 
alarm, disappeared behind the fence. Blan- 
den sprang out of the window and went 
towards the apparition. Through an opening 
in the hedge two great eyes peered at him, as 
in strange astonishment, and, scratched and 
bleeding from the thorns, the idiot fisher girl 
crouched behind the fence. 

When she perceived him, she pushed right 
through the prickly bushes, threw herself* 
down at his feet, and kissed his hands ; she 
clung to his knees, and looked up beseech- 
ingly at him. 

" What do you want ? Have you often fol- 
lowed me ? " he asked the girl ; she shook her 
head in alarm. 

"Do not deny it; you have probably 
already passed many a night upon this- 
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meadow ? Only lately I remarked a bright 
coloured dress here about midnight; but I 
imagined it was hung up there to dry. Do 
not deny it 1 " 

He spoke the last words in a firm, loud voice. 
Katohen considered for a moment, then 
nodded her head, while she clasped her hands 
inoiploringly., 

" Have you any message for me ? Have 
you anything to say to me ? " 
The girl was silent. 

" Why do you rove about here alone at 
night? Why do you not remain in War- 
nicken ? " 

" She is ill — she will die — Katchen lives ! " 
said the little one, as she suddenly rose and 
extended her arms, as though she would press 
Blanden to her heart. 

" Poor child, you must not stay here ! The 
night-dew will make you iU ; I will see about 
a night's quarters for you with the maid- 
servant. But you must not return here 
again ; I forbid it — the dogs here are let loose 
upon uninvited, nocturnal visitors." 

TOL. J I. B. 
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Blanden knocked at the bedroom door of the 
Forester's servant, and pretended Katchen 
was a messenger who had come at night, 
and must have some place to rest in. 

" The idiot child loves me," he said to him- 
self, "her frog's eyes receive a gleam of 
intellect when she looks at me ! And then 
she crouches behind the sloe hedge, treated 
in as step-motherly a manner as that unhappy 
fruit which would gladly be a plum, but 
which tarries for ever in sour immaturity. 
Nothing is more touching than these half- 
human beings, with their distorted souls ! 
An evidence of the poverty of Creation's 
plan ! It may be vast and grand upon the 
whole, but it can value the human mind but 
little which it can thus embitter ! Certainly 
it often seems as if the comprehension of the 
world and of life creeps with astounding 
suddenness into the twilight of such minds." 

On the following day, a rainy one, which 
drew a melancholy grey net over the whole 
sky, Blanden sat lost in thought beneath the 
eaves of the forest house ; he was stroking the 
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T)ull-dog which had placed itself at his feet, 
listening contentedly to the monotonous plash- 
ing from the water pipes, while it only reminded 
Blanden of the everlasting sameness of human 
life, and a sensation of as infinite weariness 
overcame him, at the regular fall of the drops, 
as he should have felt at the tick-tack of an old 
clock on a wall. All measurement of time 
oppressed him; life at such moments only 
appeared to him to be a nervous struggle 
to avoid hearing the beats marking its flight, 
the pulse-like throb of the seconds, the chim- 
ing of the hours, and like a clock's hands 
passing away over the thin and thick lines, 
over that empty scheme of time, whose laws 
we are to carry out, well or ill, often when 
our heart's blood is being shed. 

He thought of Paulina, of Eva — and when 
he wished to forget the inevitable, other cares 
of life arose to his mind ; he had been without 
news from Kulmitten for some time, and the 
election to the Provincial Diet must have 
taken place within the last few days ; perhaps 
his participation in public life could co\i^ol^ 
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liim for the miscarriage of the hopes of his^ 
heart. 

He was awoke out of these dreams by the 
noise of an approaching carriage; in the 
woodland solitude of the forest house, the 
arrival of visitors was quite an event. 

Two men sat in the conveyance ; the one 
in a dripping mackintosh was his friend von 
Wegen; in the other, who on descending 
lifted a ponderous chest with care out of the 
carriage and deposited it immediately in safety 
beneath the verandah, he recognised the 
strange amber merchant. 

Wegen shook himself like a dog coming 
out of the water. 

'' Desperate weather ! Heaven opens its 
sluices — a perfect deluge ; the roads abomi- 
nable — one longs to make the Landrath drive 
upon them from morning to night. If they 
are thus already in summer, one ought to 
make one's will in winter before trusting 
oneself to these causeways of logs." 

" You are heartily welcome,'' cried Blan- 
den to his friend, and shaking him by the 



HALF-WITTED KATOHEN. 101 

'^^nd "What brings you liither in this 
^'^opical downpour of rain ? " 

** A very ungratifying piece of news, which 
i must explain; besides, I bring a dealer 
^th me, who went to find you at Kulmitten ; 
ie brings costly goods, which he says were 
ordered by you, and which he would be loth 
to place in other hands ; I therefore con- 
iiidered it best to bring him with me." 

The amber merchant stepped forward and 
announced that he had punctually executed 
Herr von Blanden's orders. 

The latter nodded and signed to him to 
open the box. 

The toilet casket of amber, the billing little 
doves, the bracelets and necklaces, every- 
thing gleamed in perfect workmanship, so that 
Blanden rejoiced at sight of the beautifully 
formed works of art, and expressed ready 
admiration of the delicate, exquisite orna- 
ments. 

Then only did the melancholy feeling 
assert itself completely and fully that his 
amber-nymph, whom he would have decked 
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with all the treasures of the deep, was lost to 
him. He turned aside in order to conceal a 
tear in his eye. 

Wegen felt for his friend, but sought aa 
quickly as possible to overcome the most 
painful sadness. 

" You might hand over that rubbish to 
me," said he. " I shall be engaged some 
day — I quite lost my heart at that dance be- 
neath the pear-tree, and the lucky finder 
thereof knows my address. Even if it cost 
all my rye-harvest — what will one not do^ 
when any especial happiness in life befalls 
one ? " 

*' I shall not part with these ornaments," 
replied Blanden. " Yes ; who knows I may 
yet deck my lost bride with them, as I could 
not adorn her whom I had won. She shall 
preserve these jewels for a lasting recollec- 
tion of a spring-time in her life which was all 
too soon destroyed by tempests. Should she 
cease to be my friend, because she may not 
be my wife ? It is folly that we must fly 
from one another like criminals, as though 
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lightning had struck the earth between us, 
because no inward change — because only ex- 
ternal fate separated our hearts." 

Wegen nodded approvingly ; the two guest 
chambers in the forest house were assigned 
to him and to the amber merchant, who, 
according to Blanden's desire, had brought 
his account with him. 

Wegen returned to his friend, after having 
assumed dry clothes ; he began to feel com- 
fortable once more over a glass of negus 
and a cigar. 

Nevertheless, he hesitated with the com- 
munication which he had to make, and moved 
about uneasily upon the sofa while puflGlng 
vast clouds of smoke into the air. 

Well, and the election ? " began Blanden. 
What a pity about that splendid election- 
dinner," replied Wegen. 

" I am not returned ? " asked Blanden, ex- 
citedly. 

" Alas, no ! " replied his friend, while 
shaking his hand. " Now it is out ! Now 
let us talk it over quietly." 
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**Tell me about it," said Blanden. The 
words forced themselves out with difficulty. 
At that moment he h^d become poorer by 
one great hope. 

" It is always the old story, which ever re- 
mains new," said Wegen. " Since the dinner 
all was running most smoothly; even the 
sheep-breeder was well-disposed, and only 
Frau Baronin von Fuchs moved Heaven and 
earth to circumvent the election of a man with 
such a dubious past. You know woman's 
indefatigability when she wishes to carry a 
point ; she offered me * check ' on every side 
with admirable persistency. No sooner had 
my brown pair left the gates, before her 
dappled greys appeared. She was like the 
evil fairy in the tale. She did not turn to 
the men but to the women, and she holds a 
position amongst them, because she possesses 
an imposing mind, in the presence of which 
one like ourselves does not feel comfortable, 
that outrageous decision of thought and 
action which allows no contradiction to arise. 
To marry such a woman requires courage ; I 
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3.111 sorry for poor Baron von Fuchs. He is 
a well-bred, pleasant gentleman, but he is not 
equal to his wife's eloquence. If women 
possess intellect, which sometimes happens, 
it is sure to be of an amazing quality, and can 
inspire one of us with alarm." 

"Well, Cacilie von Dornau possesses in- 
tellect also. Take care of yourself ! " said 
Blanden, playfully, hoping thus to overcome 
his mournful mood. 

" That is quite different ! Hers is intellect 
of a most refined kind ; those are the golden 
threads of esprit with which they entangle us; 
l)ut with Frau von Fuchs they are ship ropes 
of logic with which she flogs us." 

" But, to the matter, friend ! " 

" The victory was in no wise certain for 
her; because, even if she did gain the women, 
the men steadily held their ground. Then came 
two pieces of intelligence which made their 
triumph quite complete. The rumour of your 
engagement in Neukuhren, of the commotion 
which Frau von Salden's arrival called forth 
suddenly arose on the shores of our Masuren 
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lakes, and was circulated most inexplicably^ 
naturally improved in the most appalling 
manner ! How the people in that killing 
monotony thirst after any tale of scandal, and 
live upon it for long, like the camel of the 
desert upon the water that it collects in tha 
store-closets of its interior ! Tou should 
have seen the Frau Baronin's dapple-greys 
then, they absolutely flew along the forest 
roads and pawed the flags of every gentle- 
man's courtyard with their hoofs ! Wherever 
I went — and this time I followed her tracks 
— all was in flames, and I arrived too late 
with my fire buckets. I could reduce the ex- 
aggerations of the rumour to their true value^ 
but the fact remained, and I could not refute 
it. The evil of it was, that this most recent 
event brought the past into broad daylight, 
and it was even difficult for those who were 
well-disposed to pass on to the business of the 
day, taking no more notice of it than they 
would of a dark legend whose moth-like 
flight they do not wish to rouse again." 
" Withered leaves ! " cried Blanden, 
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**'>eneath their foliage they choke up every 

floiver of spring that ventures forth into 

^^Sht; the arch enemy of our future is our 

P^t Are we not like galley-slaves, who are 

^^ared with an ineffaceable brand? The 

spectral clatter of the chains accompanies ua 

through life." 

"But most unfortunately it must just 
'^ppen that now at this especial moment the 
"Verdict of the second court upon the lead- 
^iig ministers of that community should be 
given after a delay of many years. It was 
fer, far milder than the verdict of the first 
court, but it brought the affair forward again. 
Public opinion was busied with it ; even in 
our circle the discussion was renewed of that 
story, long since forgotten, which was sud- 
denly served up again as freshly as cham- 
pagne in ice. And, in the midst of this dis- 
turbance of the ghosts, fell our election day I 
That you were not present displeased many, 
although, under the circumstances, they con-^ 
sidered. it "only natural. You had many votes, 
even Baron Fuchs voted for you ; it was a 
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daring deed, and evil tongues maintained that 
a matrimonial divorce hovered in the air ; the 
Landrath, too, with his nearest dependants, 
stood upon your side. But you could not 
attain a majority; that voting against you 
was a sort of trial by ordeal, that declared 
the principal landowner in the neighbourhood 
to be excommunicated." 

" And thus I look upon it," cried Blanden. 
*' All my hopes are destroyed ! A domestic 
hearth, a busy, active life, political labour 
for the welfare of the Province for the honour 
of my name— all lies in ruin and ashes. 
Nothing else remains to me, save only to 
plough my acres, to bury myself in my forest 
loneliness, and even, like an outlaw, to shirk 
my neighbour's glance. Can I endure it? 
Or shall I venture forth again into a world of 
adventures from which an internal lack of 
contentment drove me l)ack ? Truly the old 
adage applies to me, that we are the forgers 
of our own destinies ; but the forms into 
which they have once been wrought upon the 
anvil, are maintained for evermore, and when 
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^B would re-mould them the hammer becomes 
paralysed in our hands." 

Fegen sought to console his friend in a good- 
natured manner ; he should stand firmly by 
Blanden in good and evil times — they, and 
those who held similar views, were still a 
considerable party ; but Blanden hardly lis- 
tened to those words of consolation ; he re- 
lapsed into deep melancholy, so that Wegen 
deemed it best to leave him to his own 
thoughts. 

Blanden had all the sensation of having 
lost a decisive game upon the chess-board of 
life ; the ashen-grey sky without, the unceas- 
ing drip of the rain, were in unison with the 
internal fatigue that had paralysed all his 
mental motives of incitement. Nothing now 
seemed worth wishing, worth struggling for ; 
did not everything turn against him ; he com- 
prehended the Nirwana of the Buddhists. 

The amber merchant departed on the 
following morning; then Blanden was par- 
ticularly struck with the man's rugged, fur- 
rowed features ; his whole demeanour told of 
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a ruined, wasted life. When he had received 
the heavy price for his goods, and had the 
door-latch in his hand, he turned suddenly 
round once more, and while closely contract- 
ing his bushy eyebrows, and darting evil- 
boding flashes from his glowing eyes, he 
asked — 

" You can probably tell me, Herr von 
Blanden, where the Signora now lives whom 
you once visited on Lago Maggiore ? '* 
"Why do you ask this question?" 
" I have a reason for interesting myself in 

that lady." 

" She does not owe you anything ? Cer- 
tainly in those days you did not deal in 

amber ?" 

" My interest in her is of another kind, and 
in addition my secret.' 

" But how do you know- 

" I stood on the shore of the Lago as you 
and she stepped out of the gondola ; I stood 
at the gate of the garden whence you issued 
at an early morning hour." 

" Ah ! now I recollect — you followed me 
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•^^eu, SO that I might have taken you for a 
hired bravo." 
**You would have been mistaken. I am 
^Q honest man." 

**But the right to ask questions lies 
^ith me. You know that lady, who is 
4she?" 

*'If she chooses to envelop herself in 
^^ystery, I am the last who should like to 
*>^tray it." 

" You are a political agent ? " 
" Perhaps ! At all events I am very 
^Xixious to speak to her, and I have reason 
^^ suppose that you know where she may be 
^ound." 

"Then you are mistaken." 
" People say they saw her here in Prussia." 
" That is quite possible ; but — I do not 
know where she is staying." 

The conversation on both sides was con- 
ducted curtly and antagonistically. As the 
amber merchant turned to go, Blanden called 
after him. 
" You are in possession of a secret ; chance 
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made you acquainted with, that nocturna 
meeting," 

" Chance ? " said the amber merchant 
turning round, " chance ? Do you know if i 
was chance?" 

His countenance looked menacing, h 
clenched his hand as if convulsively. 

** It is all the same," said Blanden, shortly^ 
" I shall expect you to be silent about it." 

" Who would trouble themselves about an. 
adventure on Lago Maggiore?" said th©- 
amber merchant, with a scoffing smile. 
**And yet — I know someone for whom this 
adventure has its price. However, we have- 
just had a deal together, and I am amiable 
towards my customers, I shall betray you to 
no one. Farewell ! " 

Blanden felt as though relieved from some 
weight when the strangely disagreeable guest 
had left room and house. Although this 
man's face bore traces of wild good -looks, 
yet the decay of his features, their malign,, 
sly expression, had something repellant about- 
them. 
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Blanden was quite in the mood to seek on 
^very side for hostile powers that interfered 
^^ his life, and this stranger possessed the 
powder so to do, and of his ill-will there was 
^o doubt. Oae thing was' unquestionable, 
ttat the fairy of Lago Maggiore was at pre- 
^^nt staying in Prussia; her visit to the 
Ordensburg proved that. ' Was it by chance 
*hat her weird shadow also, which had accom- 
panied her on Lago Maggiore, had followed 
ter hither ? What were his intentions, what 
^as his connection with her ? And what 
tad driven her here to these remote dis- 
tricts?" 

Blanden exhausted himself in conjectures,, 
each of which lacked any firm foundation ; 
but it was the wandering of a mind taking 
f counsel of itself ; the picture of that seduc- 
tive beauty only passed like a veil before his. 
spirit, because the latter was wholly filled 
with another, with the picture of that un- 
fortunate girl whom he loved so fondly, and 
yet must repel so coldly. 

The doctor's information, meanwhile, be- 

TOL. II. 1 
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came steadily more satisfactory; Eva had 
almost quite recovered ; might go out walk- 
ing in the open air, and soon, so it was said, 
leave the sea-side again, and return to the 
capital. 

Then Blanden believed that the moment 
had arrived for him to take leave of the girl, 
or to transform the lover into the friend. He 
had not followed Dr. Kuhl's advice to 
write to her ; he had, indeed, seated himself 
before the writing-table, but he had been 
obliged to tear up four or five sheets of paper 
after the first few lines, so little did he 
succeed in saying what he felt, or in confid- 
ing the compulsory cause of their separation 
to tell-tale paper. He therefore gave up 
the idea of coming to an understanding with 
Eva by letter ; he would see and speak to her. 
Meanwhile she must surely have learned from 
her mother that which he could not tell her 
himself. Her indisposition had, until now, 
prevented him seeing her ; now this obstacle 
was removed, he might approach the con- 
valescent. 
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He had made the firm resolution, ap- 
pointed the day, and set out upon the road 
^th his friend. They traversed the forest 
^^ foot; the box containing his amber 
^^easures, which he intendied to give to Eva 
^^aj, was entrusted to some safe convey- 
^^ce, and had been already delivered up at 
^^© Warnicken hotel, before the wanderers' 
^^val. 

It was a trying walk for Blanden, but in 
^^Q soul dwelled the hope of being able to 
^C^ld out the hand of friendship to his beloved 
^^e, across that chasm which divided their 
^^ve. What was left to them but painful 
^Enunciation ; but is not the life of most 
Mortals doomed to it ? 

Wegen was in a most cheerful mood ; he 
^ang and leaped, and described Cacilie's ad- 
Vantages to his friend with inexhaustible 
loquacity. 

Olga was obliged to retire far into the 
background ; her ponderous nature, her 
Ttlrkish beauty, the sensual expression of her 
lips and eyes-^how could she compare witk 
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that graceful figure, with the mental activK 
and refinement of her sister ? 

And when Blanden suggested that CaciX: 
loved Dr. Kuhl, Wegen broke out ioA 
triumphant laughter. 

**No fear of that, my dear fidend! Si- 
may like him for the sake of his strange ideas 
but she thinks, like Homunculus, he oni^ 

a 

loves the fair sex in the plural ; she prefers 
the singular, and all girls must vote for 
that ! I do not remember now what sort of 
a part Homunculus played — ." 

"He lives in the bottle," said Blanden, 
" and that is a new point of resemblance to 
Dr. Kuhl." 

"All the same," replied Wegen, *'I use 
that term of mockery for him now, and I do 
not fear him." 

" He who offers his heart and hand to a 
girl, has an advantage over the lover who 
goes out in search of casual adventures. 
Cacilie knows that my intentions are honest ; 
I am certainly not so intellectual as the Doctor, 
but a few acres of good soil are worth more 
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*^^ a whole orbts ptctus of genius that floats 
^P aloft in the air — girls are more practical 
*haii we think." 

You may be right," replied Blanden, 

many only make use of the throbs of their 
*^^arts to enable them to learn addition ; but 
*b.ere are many exceptions, brilliant excep- 
tions : there are girlish hearts which live and 
^e in their love." 

With this last melancholy turn the conver- 
sation was interrupted for some time. 

Blanden thought of his Eva, and of the 
Pain of seeing her again, and Wegen would 
^ot disturb his friend in such gloomy dreams. 

Blanden' s heart beat violently when the 
l*oof of the homely inn gleamed forth beneath 
the trees. 

How often had he been there lately ; but 
only sorrow for the dangerously sick girl then 
liad filled his mind ; to-day it was the anxious 
anticipation of a half longed-for, half-dreaded 
meeting that caused his spirit to be in such a 
state of vacillation. 

En the hope of encountering her on the 
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forest paths, in the Wolfs-schlucht, or upon 
the Fuchs-spitze, he wanderpd along the 
shaded walks, but his hopes had been in 
vain. 

Arrived at the summit, he directed his 
glance towards the little fisherman's-cottage; 
the attic window, usually covered with 
curtains, stood open, and the afternoon sun 
streamed in with all its force. Eva had left 
the sick room. 

All around was silence, all seemed to be 
dead ! What should he do ? To seek the 
Regierungsrathin, and ask her about her 
daughter, was to him the most unwelcome 
course, because in that lady's eyes he must 
appear like a criminal, and he would not 
expose himself to her reproachful glance. 

It seemed best to contrive to get a little 
note conveyed to the daughter's hands, and 
to invite her to a walk to the Fuchs-spitze ; 
half-witted Katchen might serve as an un- 
suspected messenger. 

Thus the two friends sat in undecided con- 
Bultation. The more slanting rays of the sun 
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fell through the tops of the oaks. Alternat- 
ing in light and shade, the ocean waves 
played in manifold colours ; it was as though 
» broken rainbow had sunk down into them ; 
^^^re they appeared light green, there deep 
Wue, alternating with violet and reddish tints. 
-^ black bank of clouds hung in the west, 
^Wallowing up the setting sun more and more, 
^ut yonder, where lighter fleecy clouds broke 
^WB,j in smaller portions, it enframed the orb 
Of day in a glowing triumphal portal that 
Cast its radiant reflection into the billows. 

The sunset was premature, and a sensation 
f>t evil portent lay over land and sea. The 
surf broke more impetuously down below, it 
was the last echo of a distant storm that 
beneath the heavy clouds of night winged its 
flight seawards. 

How strange was the chattering of the 
waves upon the shore, and their varied dance. 
The one dashes upward like a spring of life 
in vernal green, while the next, heavy as a 
blue-black monster of the night, rushes over 
it, and in the whirling foam the lights of the 
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evening sky are blended in a nosegay of tints, 
which the one wave offers to the other, and 
which the recipient scatters ruthlessly in the 
breakers which expire upon the sand of the 
shore. 

There, see — a boat leaves the strand, and 
floats over the foam in the surf. 

Two girls sit within it ; Blanden has recog- 
nised Eva. 

How can she, who has barely recovered 
from a fever, venture out on the evening 
tide ? 

And how she sits there, pale, deadly pale, 
her hands folded, staring into the waves. 

Then the sun suddenly breaks through the 
clouds once more, and sheds a bright rosy 
radiance upon her features. 

Ave Maria ! She resembles the Virgin in 
the picture, gliding in a boat over the silent 
mountain lake, and while the bells are pealing 
in the churches on the coast, folds her hands. 

But here no bells are ringing — ^here no Ave 
Maria is sounded — half-witted Katchen rows 
them out to sea. 
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Does she not perceive the stormy clouds on 
^he horizon ? 

But the voice from the heights above can 
*till reach the women sailors, and with all his 
^^ght Bland en cries — 

*^Eva! '* and, in a warning tone, he calls 
^' once again. 

She has heard it : she turns to the other 
^ide of the boat, she stretches her arms out 
Awards that summit, and then presses them 
&mly upon her heart ; her looks hang as if 
Spell-bound upon the tall oaks, and upon the 
figure of that friend who stands beneath 
them. 

But Katchen rows on ; no sign from Eva 
bids her turn the skiff ; like a rigid marble 
«tatue Eva stands erectly in the boat. 

What her eyes speak he cannot see at that 
•distance ; perhaps fresh tears are wrung from 
them ; but he can see that she remains 
motionless, that no desire to turn hastily fills 
ier soul. It is not the obstinacy of the idiot 
fiailor girl that guides the skiff ever farther 
out into the sea ; it is the mute, proud will 
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of the other, who rejects all chance of meet-, 
ing him. 

Can lie follow her then, as he once followed 
her, when lie conquered the bride with daring 
corsair courage ? 

Is that figure, pale as marble, the same as 
that of the blooming girl, who, once adorned 
with the wreath of woodland flowers, greeted 
him with merry smiles ? 

Between then and now lies an abyss — ^that 
campanula had withered in his hands, old love 
had become new guilt. 

He had no longer the right to follow her ; 
only with his eyes, with his spirit he followed 
the retreating skiff, until the girls' figures- 
became smaller and smaller, the boat dwindled 
shapelessly into a speck, to lose itself entirely 
in the distant atmosphere in the shadow of 
the clouds. 

It is true that lightning quivered on the 
horizon, but Blanden felt no anxiety about the 
breaking of a storm. Half-witted Katchen 
understood the skies and the earth, and if 
she ventured fearlessly farther over the waves, 
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« 

BO coming terror, no storm, no hurricane could 
be expected ; then one might be sure that tho 
bard of fiery flashes would remain upon the 
horizon, and the tempest clouds not flood the 
heavens. 

The boat had, despite his spectacles, long 
since disappeared from Wegen's short sight, 
when, by straining every nerve, Blanden's eye 
still clung firmly to the floating speck in the 
distance. 

" We must have patience until they returii,'* 
said his friend, lighting himself a cigar, " the 
girl is thoughtless thus to venture out to sea- 
The evenings are too cool for a convalescent. 
Frau Segierungsrathin keeps a negligent 
watch over her." 

Louder became the breaking of the waves 
upon the shore, higher rose the sea. Blanden 
gazed impatiently into the distance. Will 
the boat not return ? He felt as though he 
must jump into the skiff that lay below on 
the strand, and row after the girl. 

Oppressive sultriness pervaded nature ; 
through a gap in the broad bank of clouds 
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the glow of the parting sun became visibl 
once more. A shower of golden sparks fel 
into the ocean, for which the waves seemed te 
struggle, soon again increasing night spreac 
her wings over it. 

Blanden felt oppressed, why he knew not 
his friend chatted all the more briskly. 

" We will live right comfortably togethe 
in our Masuren wilderness, for I am seriousl 
inclined to make a home, and then you sha 
visit me every day. It is true I was alwaj 
afraid on account of the cooking: — next t 
love that is the principal thing, and I ai 
convinced that a bad dinner would mat 
me angry with my wife for the whole da; 
even if I loved her as Eomeo does his Julie 
Every one has his own ideal at some time, an 
a sweetheart or wife must be found in tl 
perihelion of that ideal, else the transfiguriE 
halo iswantingaround her; but I should pref 
to be buried in the vault of the Capulets 1 
having an unpalatable joint or fish in son 
impracticable sauce set before me by a Julie 
Well, do you see my friend, it is true thj 
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I 

even bj the most cunning insinuations I have 
^ot been able to find out what my Cacilie 
''^inks of the culinary art, and if our natures 
^®et in unanimity upon this important point; 
^® yet also I have seen and tasted no practical 
Proofs of her possession of this gift, and the 
^orst is, I am convinced that Frau von Dor- 
^^u's cuisine offers no opportunity for the 
^^Velopment of artistic talents, and that it 
^oes not extend beyond the most simple re- 
quirements of the needs of the inner man : 
"©Cause, according to G-eneral Montecuculi's 
^©ws, cooking, like war, needs money, money 
^^d ever again money, and Frau von Dor- 
^^U's pension, according to my unprejudiced 
^^Iculation, suffices at the outside for potatoes, 
^^y peas, and occasionally fish. On the 
^tlxer hand I am firmly convinced that my 
^^cilie in the kitchen would always find 
"^^t^self equal to the situation, if her finances 
Permitted her brilliant supplies ; to a mind 
^*^^ hers the importance of the culinary art 
^^ human life, and especially for mine, cannot 
^Xnain unknown, and if she does not quite 
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understand the tactics of the roasting- 
and the strategy of the bill of fare, s];i< 
sense enough to select a proper talented kii 
adjutant, and it is quite immaterial wh 
the field-marshal or his adjutant gaii 
victory, so long as it be gained. I then c 
my wife with the kitchen-laurels, which 
not estimate so lowly as though its 1 
were only fitted for the preparation of a t 
head, and in that laurel wreath I entwin 
most beautiful myrtle of love, and the i 
branch of domestic peace." 

To this complacent communication, t 
might at the same time claim the mei 
being a soliloquy, speaking the de 
thoughts of his mind, Blanden only lis1 
with abstracted understanding; his g 
rested inadvertently upon the misty hori 

A steamboat passed by; its colun 
smoke disappeared in a heavy, low 
cloud ; here and there a white . sail be 
visible that lost itself out at sea, and a 
only appeared like a streak of chalk u] 
black wall. 
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flashes of lightning chased one another 
eagles at play, and growling on the hori- 
announced the awaking of the storm that 
"'^^^Ssed itself hither and thither in its dense, 
^^.x*k cradle of clouds. 

IBlanden's anxiety waxed stronger; his 
Confidence in the idiot girl's instinct diminished, 
'^oiald not the weather-wise determination 
that child of Nature fail for once ? 
There, see I The black speck appeared 
ain on the horizon, and, with the greatest 
^^ertion of his ocular powers, Blanden could 
Perceive that it gradually increased and 
approached the shore. 

" Grod be thanked I Idiot Katchen has done 
J^er duty," said Blanden. " But now, too, it 
"^8 certain that we shall not have to wait long 
tor the storm." 

And with a lightened heart he added, 
cheerfully — 

" Dear friend, I rejoice that the carpenter's 
work of your domestic happiness stands so 
firmly already that you can have a house- 
warming; I wish Fate may deal more kindly 
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with you than it has with me, and that the 
lightning may not strike the timbers before 
the masonry of the house is firm and you carz 
make your entry into it. Good luck to you 
I dread my meeting with Eva, and I fear—'* 
Blanden suddenly stopped in the middle o^ 
his speech ; he stood up, stepped to the raiLI 
ing, and gazed out fixedly. 

" What is the matter with you, m^ 
friend ? " 

" It may be caused by the light, or my ey^ 
be dazzled from having previously looked to- 
long at the evening sun." 

" Why ? " asked Wegen, wiping his glassy 
hastily, so as to assist his friend as much 
possible. 

" It seems to me — I cannot . distinguis 
properly — let us wait until the boat i 
nearer." 

Blanden did not dare to give utterance 
his fears ; the words would not pass his lip^ 

" The boat is drawing nearer," said Weg^ 
quietly. " I even recognise it now, althou^ 
I am convinced that my glasses in future mu ^ 
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*^® One number lower; too often they leave 
^^^e in the lurch." 

-After a pause of terrified expectation, 
""la^nden cried suddenly — 

** No, no — I am not mistaken — and yet — 
"^^ is impossible ; I only see one girl now in 
*lxo boat. Can idiot Katchen be making 
^^other swimming excursion and Eva be 
folding the oars ? '' 

**You are right — I only see one living 
^^^ature in the boat; perhaps Eva has be- 
^^^rne unwell from the swell of the waves and 
*^id herself down in the bottom of the skiff ; 
*"fci^ best remedy for sea sickness — I always 
''i^ upon deck like a mummy." 

" But the boat is not deep ; I must in that 
^^se see her dress," replied Blanden. 

Again an anxious pause ensued ; then with 
^ loud cry he shouted out Eva's name and 
"^Vished dorwn the mountain path to the land- 
-•-^g-place. 

Wegen followed, shrugging his shoulders. 
Soon both friends stood below on the 
^trand. 



VOL. J J. 
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The boat approached, with regular stroke 
of the oars ; more quickly rolled the thund< 
across the western sky. 

Blanden's pulses throbbed feverishly. 

" Where is Bva, ? " cried he to the idic ^'t 
boat- woman across the mighty roar of th^^^-^ 
surf. 

No reply. Katchen was occupied in brii 
ing the boat safely to the shore. She sprai 
into the water, drew her skiff nearer, ai 
bound it firmly to the post. 

" Where is Eva ? " repeated Blanden, no- 
in a supreme state of excitement, while Kr:*-® 
grasped the girl and held her firmly. 

" There," said the idiot girl, with impe^ 
turbable composure, and pointed to the sea^ 

" Dead then, dead I " 

Katchen nodded her head; Blanden sol 
burying his face in his hands. 

Then she flung herself down before hi: 
clung to his knees, kissed his hands. 

Like a flash of lightning, a fearful thoug'^t"-* 
passed through Blanden s mind. 

" Murderess I " cried he, " you have mi 
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^^6d her; you have hurled her into the 
Sea } '' 

■^tchen was mute. No change was ap- 
"^^ent in her features. It seemed as though 
^^ looked up at him with a triumphant 

' Misery of miseries ! " cried Blanden, 
^^tiging his hands ; " the victim of an idiot's 
I^^^aion! Yes, Weffen, this creature, this 
^^If -human being, this female Caliban loves 
^^ ; she has pursued me with her passion 
^"^en into the Forester s house ; I found her 
^^Veral times beneath my windows ; she 
cherished a moody, dull hatred for Eva! 
■^^^avens ! Why did I not warn her ! It is 
"^ox-rible— the girl has killed her ! '' 

"Wegen seized the girl with all the energy 
^^ a gens cTarme. 

** She must be arrested — she must give in- 
^'^i-mation." 

Unconcernedly Katchen allowed all to pass 
^^erher; she replied to no questions. Her 
■^^cg-like eyes only rested upon Blanden with 
expression of silent beatitude. 
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The girl was conducted to the fisherman's 
cottage. 

Miranda, when she heard the news, fell into 
a swoon. How she had cautioned Eva against 
spending an evening on the sea ; the latte: 
had escaped secretly in order to indulge he; 
unhappy love for the ocean. 

The Rathin acknowledged this when sh 
had recovered again, and Blanden and Weg< 
could hardly protect the idiot girl from tb 
gigantic lady's maltreatment, who felt co 
strained to let her boundless excitement ve 
itself upon some victim or other. 

A rural policeman chanced to be stoppi 
just before the inn; he was summoned 
order to take Katchen with him to the distri 
town to undergo what certainly promised 
be a futile examination, because only seldo 
did a sudden gleam of light flash through h- 
obscured mind. 

Then Miranda, whose anguish indeecJ 
needed some outlet for its anger, turned with 
the most unjust reproaches upon Blanden, 
who, by his recklessness, had plunged mother 
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daughter into ruin, and had put both into 
*lio pillory before the whole of Neukuhren, 
^^fore the capital, and before the entire 
J^ovince ; Eva had become ill in consequence 
that disgrace, and since her illness had not 
"^^n able to cast off a state of intense 
^"^^^lancholy. Katchen certainly should be 
^^r^ested, but who knows if not she, but others, 
*Ox* whom there were no policemen, were 
I^^Thaps the murderers of her unhappy child ? 
Blanden left the ignoble woman who, like 
■'^'^ndreds of others, had transformed herself 
"^^to a MegSBra, when, in the heat of ex- 
^^tement, the lacquer of the gloss of cultiva- 
tion melts away from them ; yet he left her 
"^^th a dagger in his heart ! Was she right, 
^Ould Eva have taken her own life ? But no 
^V-ord of farewell, not a line indicated such a 
^ting. 

Must he be accountable for the victim 
^hom the sea had swallowed up ? 
Who should solve that mystery ? 
Blanden stared at the storm that now dis- 
<iharged itself with terrific blows, and ignited 
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an old Perkunos oak upon the height, like 
beacon for ships in danger. 

In his heart surged a tempestuous, agitate 



uproar, as great as the conflict of the elemen — ti 
without. 

Two hours later the full moon shone fro "i 

out a cloudless sky ; the ocean still gasped z^^^Q 
short breaths after the spasm that had shakig= — =3fl 
it. But it became calmer, and at last d: 
played a smooth mirror-like surface. 

A boat glided over it. 

" Farewell my amber nymph," cried Bla» 
den, " I send your jewels after you, that y« 
may remember me in those subterrane: 
halls, and one portion of my life I bury wiL 
you in the deep." 

With a loud noise the chest and its jew^^^^ 
sank into the sea ; but still for a long tii 
the boat of the solitary nocturnal sailor w- 
driven about upon the waves. 

Peace dwells in its unfathomable lap, b'*-^ 
just as unfathomable is the grief of th^* 
human life, the grief which rends the heart ^^* 
that nocturnal -sailor, and which he pou: 
cut in plaints to ttie mj^tetVoxi^ ^^tl^W 
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^^sponse excepting that of an unmeaning 
^taxe. 

Several rattled their newspapers angrily, 
■"-^ the perusal of which they had been ab- 
sorbed. 

At last he seated himself in the open hall, 
^>:id gazed discontentedly at the lake. Had 
^Xky one ventured to play a practical joke on 
*^im? Otherwise he would not have been 
'displeased at a little adventure, although 
^xitil now he had never thought of such a 
filing. 

His imagination, whenever it did picture 

^ny particularly delightful event, had always 

Xet a torchlight procession in his honour 

^oat before him, and in idle moments he had 

^ven surprised himself in the effort to express 

in well-chosen words his thanks for that 

honour which his pupils vouchsafed to him. 

Now the play of his imagination had dis- 
covered fresh food, for, indeed, there lay an ex- 
citing charm in such expectation and tension ; 
because, even while he was looking at the 
lake he listened at the same time with 
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hours ; only his friend Baron von .W^^^^° 
and the worthy Landrath of the district '^^^' 
mained true to him. Of all others he 




suspicious ; he did not know who, at the la^ 
election, had voted for or against him, ancJ^ 
under his peculiar circumstances at the tim ^^ 
of the election, and the similarity of hi^ 
political views to those of the electors, he 
felt obliged to look upon the, to him, un- 
favourable record of votes, as an expression 
of want of esteem, or at last of decided 
aversion. 

But intensely as he mourned the unhappy 
occurrences at the sea-side, for the malignity 
of fate which by means of his past had 
destroyed all his plans for a beautiful future, 
and entangled an innocent noble maiden in 
his own doom and hurled her into destruc- 
tion, yet he was but little qualified for a 
hermit's life; amidst the penance to which he 
had condemned himself, the promptings to 
activity and love of life stirred ever anew 
within him ; he would work and labour, and 
if at times he thought more with silent sad- 



^ 
^ 



i 
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^©ss of the charming girlish picture that had 
^^tered into his life like a transient dream, 
■^^n of beautiful promise, yet the recollection 
^f a shattered bliss could not force the 
^^Hnquishment of every one of the joys of 
*rf© upon him. 

He had much sympathy with the belief 
^•iid mode of thought of the Buddhists, but 
^ot the inclination to bury himself in non- 
^^tity. He seemed to hear in distant re- 
"^^rberation the st^ream of the great world 
P^8s by, and it drove him forth out of his 
Solitude into the temptations of life. He 
^ften imagined himself to be like Saint 
-Augustine, who was visited in his desert by 
the seductive spirits of brighter days ; often 
the pictures of Lago Maggiore rose before his 
mind, the recollection of a southern night, 
and while wandering through the apartments 
of his castlej^^he believed still to perceive the 
shining traces of that mysterious visit which 
had never been explained to him. 

He had been neither to the chief town nor 
to the sea-side during those two years ; then 
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an event occurred which drew him forth out- 
of his brooding quiet life, the Jubilee at the 
University. 

He would not be missing when all the 
scattered intellectual life in the Province 
suddenly concentrated round one focus, and 
the companions of his youth, the veterans of 
former days at the University, the later rising 
generation of studious youths, bound in one 
common bond, met one another in equal 
enthusiasm for works of science. 

Blanden's first walk in Konigsberg was to 
the little house in the Prinzessinstrasse in 
which the great Thinker lived. If any one 
spirit descended to preside at this festival, ifc 
could only be that of Emmanuel Kant, who 
had imprinted his noble impression for ever 
upon this High School. Like the silvei 
Albertus upon the cap, all citizens of Alma 

Mater bore the Thinker's picture in their 

heart. 

And Blanden heard the inflammatory 
words of the spirited King who laid th( 
foundation stone of the new University in th( 
Konigsgarten. 
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^is eyes more boldly and to let them rest upon 
'^lie charming young lady. 

" You are mistaken," said Cacilie coldly. 
"^ * I am glad to see you here, but I did not in- 
cite you." 

" I beg your pardon, but I believed the pink 
note—" 

" Oh, oh, Herr Professor," replied Cacilie, 
raising her forefinger warningly. 

" Certainly without signature ; but when 
jou entered — " 

" I always considered you to be a Dr. 
Faust, who studies the books of his nostra- 
damus Hegel, and bathes his bosom assidu- 
ously in the morning dawn ; but I did not 
know that you had already tasted the magic 
drink, and saw a Helen in every woman. 
And now it strikes me, surely you are mar- 
ried — and scented pink notes, assignations — 
ah, ah, Herr Professor ! Surely I was mis- 
taken in the address, and took you for a Faust, 
while you are but a Don Juan." 

Reising experienced the humiliating con- 
sciousness of having behaved very awkwardly. 
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passed up and down and frightened the 
proud swans as they sailed along; rockets 
and balls of light ascended from the more 
distant gardens, while those nearest began 
to gleam in a fairy-like manner, so that not 
only the shade of the tree tops, but also the 
reflection of their radiance floated in the 
water. 

Blanden entered the Borsengarten ; here too 
a dense, gay crowd prevailed. Hardly had 
he forced his way past several well-filled 
tables, before he encountered Dr. Kuhl, in 
the cheeriest, most excited mood. 

" Welcome, welcome — I should never have 
expected you to be here ; this alone converts 
the festivity into a thorough jubilee ! " 

' * You have not allowed me to see anything 
of you for a long time," said Blanden, re- 
proachfully, " if even our friends fOrget us, 
we must become perfect savages yonder in 
our Masuren desert." 

"I have too much to do, new chemical 
discoveries and divers other elective afl&nities ! 
But the main thing is that you are here I 
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To-day it is delightful ! Walpurgis for all 
authorities, and there is no lack of charming 
bitches. It is true that little red mice do 
^ot leap out of their mouths as they did from 
*hat of the blessed Lilith, but to-day most 
^^guarded declarations escape the custody of 
*beir lips. All the world is infatuated ; the 
Closest men of learning permit a glance into 
^^eir empty waistcoat pockets, and even the 
^ost prudish girls expand a little to-day." 
** But where shall we sit ? " 
*' I am to sit by Dr. Reising, and shall be 
^hle to obtain a seat for you." 
" Dr. Reising is here ? " 
" How could he fail at the University 
Jubilee? besides, he is now a special professor; 
his father-in-law has provided for him." 
" And which daughter did he marry ? " 
" Like a sensible, order-loving man, the 
eldest naturally, Euphrasia ! But really he 
has to provide for all; old Baute is dead, 
they say in consequence of a stroke of 
paralysis, which he brought upon himself by 
his constant discussions with his son-in-law. 
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Fortunately Dr. Reising's uncle, whose he: 
he was, is also dead, and left him severj 
hundred thousand dollars. But Euphras: 
is very economical with the money, and ; 
the sisters do not obtain what they wish fro 
her, they have struck into a better path ai 
seek to win him over to themselves by tl 
development of their united amiability ! " 

"But of course he would provide f 
them?" 

" Yes, what was needful, but they ha^ 
plans which he shall further. Lori has pass< 
her examination as governess, and would lil 
to begin a boarding school here ; but thrif 
Emma, on the contrary, wishes to set up 
boarding-house, the sisters should help part 
here partly there. Then the question is he 
to get hold of the Doctor's capital for the 
mild institutions ; but Euphrasia guards tl 
Nibelungen treasure like the dragon Pafn 
in the legend." 

The friends meanwhile had drawn near 
the table, at which the Professor with I 
wife and her three sisters Lori, Emma ai 
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^ Hot at all jealous, only avaricious, uncom- 
"^Only avaricious. That alone is why she 
I^^€ps through the keyholes, and listens at 
^"V^ery door; she is afraid you might in an 
^Xiguarded moment open your sesame, and 
^ Ciat your treasures might also some day give 
pleasures to others." 

Lori looked charming at that moment ; she 
Smiled so roguishly. Eeising could not resist 
Squeezing her hand heartily once more. 

" I invited you to come here for this reason, 
that I have an important request to make to 
you. You must go with me now at once to 
Fraulein Sohle's boarding school ; it is only 
a few houses distant from here." 
" And what shall I do there ? " 
" Fraulein Sohle is about to retire, to give 
up her school and boarding house to some one 
else, and— I will be that some one." 
" You, Lori, you would leave us ? " 
" With a heavy heart, but it must be ; you 
have known my wish for long, but I could 
never talk it over quietly with you. I require 
some money for the good- will, about three 
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Emma, "there is a cold air from -fc^Tie' 
lake.'' 

Lori, with superior decision, took up a shst* "wl 
that lay upon the table, and wrapped "fcl^e 
Professor in it. Unanimous as the fc^v^a 
sisters were that their brother-in-law's l & j y? ^ 
heritage should bo diminished in their favoia- ^> 
yet a constant small internecine war ^^' 
jealousy as to the privilege of such favoui^^^ 
raged between them : Lori struggled for ii 
tellectual cultivation, Emma for food am 
attendance. Euphrasia looked upon hei 
sisters' loving coquetry with proud indiffer 
ence ; she knew that the key of the cash bo 
lay in her hands. 

" My brother is right," said Lori. " Such 
festivals contribute considerably to the 
people's education, and the people must be 
educated ; one feels this necessity most keenly 
on such occasions as the present. Not only the 
lower orders, even the higher require educa- 
tion ; people may say that men's student lif< 
for a time unsettles them ; scorn of citizen 
like customs is implanted in them ; late hours--:^ 
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'^©er-drinking, smoking are acquired as noble 
habits of life, and to be intoxicated is con- 
sidered manly and correct, perhaps because 
*he ancient Germans, even upon their bear- 
®tins, sometimes lost their sense of sobriety 
^th drinking mead. Thus it is with men ; 
^Ut the daughters of the higher classes are 
^ot much better off ; more or less, they are 
^U badly brought up. Yes, people may even 
^^intain the same of us, although we are the 
^sughters of a professor." 

" You go too far," said Albertine, angrily, 
^tid thus broke the silence, deep as an abyss, 
^ith which until now she had celebrated the 
^ay of jubilee. 

" Too far ? What, have we then really 
learned, according to any system, any prin- 
ciple ? Nothing, absolutely nothing I Yes, 
^ny one who gave herself the trouble, who 
followed her own inclinations, might attain 
Splendid results. But that is the case even 
"\^ith the Boeotians ! Method is everything ; 
H shall introduce a method into my educa- 
VOL. ir. L 
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tional institution that will satisfy the most 
temperate minds." 

Reising looked timidly at Euphrasia, who 
always resisted the mention of this future 
boarding-school most decidedly, to-day she 
contented herself with carelessly humming a 
few bars of music. 

" That is very grand," said Emma ; " but 
I believe that physical well-being has its 
rights also. Living in hotels is as uncom- 
fortable as possible ; a stranger runs about 
like a numbered prisoner whose whole rights 
of humanity depend upon the numeral of his 
rooms. How totally different is a furnished 
house upon the English model; everything 
in common, breakfast-table, dinner, tea in 
the evening, all flavoured with conversation ; 
an hotel transformed into a drawing-room — 
I could arrange it capitally, like that intellec- 
tual society of which papa^always talked." 

" What, intellectual society ! " said Dr. 
Reising, while he coughed slightly, as though 
this Herbartian allusion had stuck in his 
throat, " all you have to do is to provide ior- 
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*be System of wants, for good food and drink, 
*^at soul of every hotel, and even of an hotel 

** Vhat is the use of these castles in the 
aii* p « gg^j^ Euphrasia, shrugging her shoul- 




** "What do you say to it, Herr von Blan- 
^^," began Lori, who wished to draw the 
^ilont guest into the conversation. 

** I have become estranged from all society 
^^ xny forest solitude,'* replied he. 

** And you live solitarily and alone ? '' asked 
'^^>:4, with peculiar emphasis. 

** Alone with my thoughts and with the 
^^ttxembrance of the grief that has befallen 

liori's eyes shone. Here was a chance, and 
^b.e daughters of the upper classes might 
"^ait. With rapid change of front, she turned 
^Way from her brother-in-law and looked on 
^thout jealousy while Emma buttoned up his 
Overcoat. She herself began to pour out a 
tmnucoyia of sweetness which was only de- 
stined for Herr von Blanden. She possessed 
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esprit and aspirations, did that little Lori, st^zmid 
under pedagogic education the enfant terr^^^le 
would have developed into a more reserv^^ed 
lady of mental acuteness. 

" I imagine life to be so beautiful in tho se 
primeval forests, where elks and bison ro^^^ 
as in the days of the blessed Pikullus ! Ho "^ 
delightful to be able thus to live upon ona^ ^ 
recollections. You have seen the world, Hq^^^ 
von Blanden ; what a miserable part wemu^^ 
play compared with you. You have seenth^ ^ 
snowy peaks of the Himalaya, the calm lake:^- 
of Thibet, the cloisters and pagodas, thetea- -^^ 
gardens of Japan and the tea-plantations or: ^^ 
the Celestial Empire. Lions, tigers and ape^ 
are as familiar to you as generals, counsellor^ 



and dancing partners of the haute volee are t( 
us ; how insignificant to you must the societj^^'/ 
appear that revolves in a circle upon this tin^^-/ 
spot of earth ! And yet you should not Hv^ "^ 
in such retirement ; a man of intellect sue? ^ 
as you is guilty of robbing us all, of robbin — g 
society even when he buries himself in quii 
tude.'' 



< 
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Blanden listened with polite attention, 
'^hen his glance suddenly fell upon two ladies 
^ho passed by, accompanied by an ofl&cer and 
^Gveral gentlemen, and who were greeted on 
^11 sides. His glance had only swept slightly 
"^Ver the features of the one ; but there was 
^0 doubt she was his principessa of the Lago 
•Maggiore. 

He would have liked to spring up and f ol- 
<f3w her ; but how could he treat the gifted 
Speaker so cavalierly who turned to him with 
^uch ardour and held him enthralled in the 
^pell of her eyes and words. From that 
inoment, however, his distraction was unmis- 
takable ; his glances wandered into space, but 
Lori would not release the victim of her elo- 
quence. 

" You must spend the winter season in the 
town here ; oh, you have more female ad- 
mirers than you imagine ; you will be feted 
■as you deserve, for in truth the world is not 
so well supplied with intellectual men as it 
appears to be, when one sees so many wildly 
luxuriant whiskers and menacing eyebrowa 
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and the superior smile, which after, all mea 
so little, of so many lords of creation. N 
no, Herr von Blanden, you must not with- 
draw yourself from society, you cannot c 
demn yourself to everlasting soUtude; i> 
many wistful glances, that would be glad 
share it, follow you." 

" Lori's distaff buzzes incessantly to-daj^ 
said Albertina, casting a glance ready ^^iii^r 
conquest upon the gentleman sitting besL^^^® 
her. 

Emma, who found the bird in the ha*3:=^3Ki 
worth two in the bush, meanwhile redoubL ^^ ^ 
her attentions to her brother-in-law, who ^® 
hand she pressed cordially, so as to conso J^ 
him for the few wounding sparks that fl^"^ 
towards him from the anvil of Lori's loqi:i ^^ 
ciousness. 

" Yes," said she, " so long as there ^^^^^ 
gentlemen like Herr von Blanden, a£d o"»^^ 
good brother-in-law, the social circle canrx^^*^ 
become oppressed with tedium." 

" I feel," said Dr. Kuhl, « that I »^^ 
de trop here ; no one thinks it worth whil© ^^ 



THE CASTLE LAKE. 151 

jplant me amongst the stars. Therefore 
st come to the miserable end of a falling 

anden meanwhile had risen, and after a 
3 bow had hastened through the leafy 
3n paths after that form which wholly 
pied his attention ; it had surely been no 
Q, but nowhere fluttered the green veil, 
like a greeting of hope flowed from the 
►f his principessa. 

3re at a turn of the road, close to the 
he believed he had recognised it. It 
the veil, but another, a strange face 
3d at him from beneath the hat, a face 
uUy hideous, that seemed to laugh and 
at his disappointment. 
3 hastened back once more ; with slow 
iny he went from table to table ; here 
here sat officers, but with unknown com- 
>ns, the one who had accompanied those 
3 was remarkably tall and stout, he was 
stakable. 

I in vain ; she must have already left the 
m, but who was this stranger who ap* 
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peared to be so well known here, was 
universally greeted with respect, with friend- 
liness ? Feeling annoyed, Blanden went np 
and down the garden walks, he looked at 
every lady, found all ngly as though the one 
had borne away with her all the radiance of 
beauty. 

The Professor now made a move, followed 
by his female retinue. Lori walked trium- 
phantly in front of her sisters, but Blanden 
hastened to evade a fresh experience of her 
loquacity. He deemed it safest to take re- 
fuge by the castle lake ; he entered a boat 
that lay by the water's edge, and gave him- 
self up to the guidance of the waves. 

The moonlight made the lake; the jewel 
of that town on the Pregel, sparkle in most 
splendid effulgence; although the evening 
was cold, a southern shimmer, a dreamhke 
illumination swept around the lofty trees in 
the garden, and the festive lights and gay 
lanterns in the verdant shade, the ascending 
rockets and balls of light increased the emo- 
tional impression of the small inland lake^ 
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-'oveljr even in its everyday life. A regatta 

^^ gondolas glided on wings through the 

"^a^ves, a race between the sons of the muses 

"^^ the oldest and most recent terms. The 

ffon^olas of the former were left behind, for 

*^-^ly few still had strength to guide their 

*^^i*Q. The others sat on board with redly 

SAoxi^ing faces ; a few stared into the water 

"^^ that silent despair which was the fruit of 

^^■^tliusiastic hours, and powerful drinks, 

^^'^ich the brewers of Lobnichten understood 

^^vv to prepare. 

'Xhe gaudeamus sung by powerful voices, 

'^^Irioed from afar, and as the skiff drew 

^^^rer, Blanden perceived that the singers 

^^^Te gentlemen with grey and silvery white 

^^ir, but their faces were as if suffused with 

*^^ reflection of youthful enthusiasm ; it was 

"*^o Charon's boat with candidates for Orkus, 

^^joyment of life was written in their features 

^pon which at the same moment rested 

^okens of a glorious emotion. 

" Immortal youth of German student life," 
*liought Blanden to himself, " you are the 
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guarantee for the youth of our. nation, fo: 
the intellectual freshness even of its olde 
years, for the enthusiasm which worships th. 



highest gods, the freedom of the spirit an_ 
the friendship of all hearts. 

'* But I myself — am I not become old ? 
I not glide like ,a shadow amongst the^^s^^ 
joyous beings ? Does my heart still poss^ ^^ 8- 
a youth ? Must I not guard myself agaia ^^ t 
the funeral song of the land of the lot<ii> s 
flowers, against the Indian barcarolle <i:>f 
Niriwana ? Softly as the moon sinks 
the waters, sinks the soul into dreamier 
ness, after having exhausted one dream afb 
another ! No ! no ! My pulses still throt>> 
my life has still an object, even although. ^"^^ 
only be the rapturous magic of the momenfc ' 
Diva, I seek my star ! '* 

And with a powerful stroke of the oars, b^ 
clove the waves, he guided his boat towardfi^ 
the town, away beneath the bridge ! There 
busy life was moving on the water ; even the 
windows of the backs of the houses, the 
balconies and seats were peopled with a gay 1^ 
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'^Haan throng, and despite the hoarse con- 
'^Sed noise of many hundred voices, the chime 
^ the clock in the reformed church, whose 
^'W-er cast a long shadow in the waves, was 
^ard above all. 

There in the fitful light of the moon, and 
^Qips with which the barks were ornamented, 
^ saw as in a vision the marble-like beautiful 
matures which lived so vividly in his re- 
ollection . 

The lady sat in a boat with two others ; the 
olossal lieutenant and several young gentle- 
^^n rowed: at first the beautiful woman 
^oked up and appeared to contemplate the 
•l^y of the rockets in the moonlight night, 
* did she gaze upwards at the stars, which 
^^Te stood paler in the heavens, which seemed 
^ be wanting in the fire of the south? 

Blanden saw the profile of those finely cut 
"Matures, the harmonious lines of the face ; 
'lley were the same as those which had en- 
^Oanted him upon the terrace of Lago Mag- 
^ore, when she stood there beneath the 
^^com of the Boromei, her gaze directed 
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side-ways upon the peaceful Isola Madr« 
and again as at that time he felt all tl 
sensation of artistic contentment which su( 
euphonious beauty sheds. Quickly her si 
glided past ; now she cast a side glance 
him, she too had recognised him ; she smile 
she bowed, but then flung the bouquet 
flowers which she held in her hand, into tl 
water. 

The lieutenant who bent over the gunwa-T^^- 6 
to find the flowery sacrifice, one probab" 
little flattering for him, the donor of t 
nosegay, suddenly concealed the Princzpessc^ ^ 
picture. His effort was futile, and wl<>^ 
reproaches in which, as it appeared, the othi-^r 
gentlemen also took part, he pulled the bo ^* 
once more with irate impetuosity towafc3^ 
the garden side of the lake. 

Blanden followed in eager haste, but h^ 
found himself amid a confusion of barks tlist 
formed an inextricably entangled clew. In- 
toxicated sons of the muses increased the con- 
fusion, they took pleasure in the cries of 
terror of the girls whose boats began to rock 
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^eadf ully, and would have liked to enact the 

# 

^^pe of the Sabines upon the water. Blanden 
^^i*sed the interruption ; at last he succeeded 
^^ freeing his boat; the Principessa^ s bark 
"*^^d gained a great advantage, but he might 
''^^pe to encounter it again on its return 
3^'Umey. 

This hope disappointed him ! When he 
■'^^d rowed along the extent of the last gardens 
■^^eide the castle lake, he met the empty 
■^c>at guided by a boatman. 

The party must have landed at some private 

S^jpden, several of which enframed the lake 

^"t this part; the surly old man on being 

-"^a-iled, replied " that he knew nothing." The 

.^X^aces of the mysterious beauty were lost to 

^im again. 

" But not for ever," he vowed to himself I 
She had thrown the nosegay into the 
^ater ; should all memory of the happiness 
of love be buried with it ? 

But, no ! He was filled with a new 
liope in life; the castle lake had suddenly 
teen transformed, as if by fairy's art, into 
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the enchanted Italian one. Yine olad hill 
terraces rose on its level shores, distant 
lofty ice peaks cast avalanches upon the 
Alpine passes, and in the shade of the pines 
lay the villa upon whose windows the moon- 
light played, telling of happiness to come. 




CHAPTER VII. 



** NORMA." 



The theatre bill§ announced " Norma ;" the 
<5haracter bearing that name was to be per- 
formed by an Italian singer. "What was more 
probable than that on this evening the 
Principessa of Lago Maggiore should visit 
the theatre ? 

At the hour of opening the doors, Blanden 
appeared in the vestibule of the playhouse, 
"^hich turns its melancholy monotonous- 
iooking side to the Konigsgarten^ and re- 
sembles a military store building or laboratory 
:for a Chief of the Ordnance, rather than a 
temple of art. Blanden watched all comers 
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with painful anxiety; he greeted Profess 
Reising with his sisters-in-law, who appear^ 
in most striking toilets, in ball costume, whi. 
was useless extravagance in the dark apa 
ments of this temple of the muses, grudgin 
illuminated bj the chandelier. 

The gigantic lieutenant appeared als 
behind him was borne a not less colos^^- aJ 
bouquet. 

Both Fraulein von Domau entered, witho"^LJt. 
an escort. Cacilie looked paler than she h.^^ 
done at the sea-side ; but Olga was as bloomiEK-j?" 
as though she had just risen from the sacrec? 
ocean tide. 

There, Regierungsrath Kalzow with liifi. 
wife ! How old and decrepit he had become / 
How his face, with its worn features, was 
lost in the stiff white neckcloth I But Miranda 
walked sturdily, although she seemed to be^ 
still thinner, more skeleton-like ; she towed 
her husband behind her, as does a tugnsteamer 
an unwieldy sailing ship. 

"Why, there you are, also!" said Dr. V^^ 
Kuhl, greeting Blanden with a powerful shake^ 
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^f the hand. " Signora BoUini must exercise 
^ marvellous power of attraction, indeed I 
^^^j look how the crowds pour in." 

**So far as I am concerned," replied 
'^landen, " I am indifferent to theatres, which 
*^^merly I never visited. Our dramatic art 
^^8 outlived itself ! Signora BoUini, too, is 
*^tally innocent of my becoming faithless to 
^^^ principles to-day." 

"But she deserves that you should do so," 
^^id Dr. Schoner, who had come with Kuhl. 
She is worthy of a sacrifice : she is not 
^^erely an admired singer who in Barcelona 
^Xid Florence, as well as in St. Petersburg 
^nd Moscow, has celebrated great triumphs ; 
^te is above all a beauty, and her move- 
ments in acting are marvellously plastic. 
X do not share your views of the decadence 
Of the drama, but whatever you may think 
Vipon the subject, you will not be abl« to 
Release yourself from the influence of that 
l)eauty which is intensified by the stage- 
setting." 

** And what did, then, really lead you 

VOL. II. HL 
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into this temple of art, if it is not * Normj 
nor Signora BoUini ? " 

" A personal meeting that I wish for 1 T< 
day I only came to the theatre for the sal 
of its spectators, like hundreds of others, wl 
are not candid enough to confess it." 

" Indeed, you are very absent-mindet 
you have the air of a policeman who, with 
warrant of apprehension in his head, muste 
the throng. We will not disturb you, b" 
wish you every success ! '* 

Blanden remained behind alone, but otmSM^J 
when a few late members of the audien.^^^ 
arrived, and the overture had already coi 
menced, did he enter one of the stage box^/ 
ivhere he had engaged a seat, so as to be al 
to overlook the whole house. He took up 
opera-glasses to commence a survey, whici 
extended over boxes, stalls and balcony j be 
hurried from head to head as one turns over 
the pages of an album. Even the prettiest 
little faces did not attract his interest, and. 
just as little as the buds did the full-blown 
roses of which there are such an abundance 
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She would not permit one of her young ladies 
to come without it. A sensation of control 
is necessary to all mankind, but especially 
to all young girls ; it is the guarantee of pro- 
priety. Decorum is a species of control ; it 
is much more comfortable not to be decorous ; 
and also as to French, she still maintained 
the old views, although she was a good 
Grerman. But girls are born without logic, 
they must learn to think in succinct manner. 
The French language teaches this, tolerating 
no fancifulness. Besides it is the language 
for what is unavoidable, for what in German 
would be a stumbling block can be glided 
over easily in French. 

After this exposi tion , Fraulein Sohle brought 
out her books, went over her affairs, her in- 
comings and outgoings, and stated her terms. 
Lori examined all ; Professor Reising yawned, 
at last all was found to be acceptable. Lori 
conducted her brother-in-law back to the con- 
fectioner's, where he signed the guarantee, 
but after that he could endure it no longer, 
and hastened home, where doubtlessly 
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priestess lie stood motionless, the incredi 
robbed him of bis self-possession; o: 
yesterday he had seen tbat harmonious pro 
when the beautiful woman in the boat lool 
up at the stars, as Norma did now at 
chaste goddess; he had seen it last in 
shades of the cedars of the Isola Be- 
Signoi'a Bollini was the fairy of those Ital 
days, the mysterious beauty of the enchani 
lake. 

He had found that which he had soug-^t^^-*^ 
and yet his first sensation was one of 3L^^^' 
appointment. His princzpessa was a sing"^^^' 
only a singer I How he had flattered hims^-*^ 
in his dreams that a Signora from the upj:^^^ 
circles of the Italian nobility had loved hix^» 
even though with evanescent, carefully co^' 
cealed love, and had she been a Lucre^^^ 
Borgia, a Bianca Capelli, it was an adventxH^^ 
such as Boccaccio loved to describe. It w^s 
a fairy-tale out of the thousand and oti^ 
nights, into which now the sober illumination 
of the footlights fell. 

A singer who is practised in the art of de- 
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^©ption, perhaps accustomed to get up an 
adventure ! All the down seemed to be 
®^<idenly swept from the richly coloured wings 
^^ these recollections, which had so often 
fluttered through his dreams! With the 
^t^a^rm and enchantment o£ the mystery the 
®^lent food for his vanity had also vanished 
^Way. He felt himself to be like Sancho 
"^nza, who, after having been Governor of 
^^e island for a long time, found himself 
^^ansformed into the sentry once more. 

" Life," said he, " consists of one course of 
delusions, but as each delusion is unfolded, 
life becomes poorer in happiness. But was 
It only a deplorable deception ? " 

Blanden did not require much time before 
lie condemned his first feeling to be a hasty 
emotion. Whether prmcipessa or cantatrice^ 
this Italian woman still remained the splen- 
did creature of his dreams. And she had not 
deceived him, only he himself ! 

What feeling, what passion in her singing ! 
What grandiose tragic style in that Norma ! 
How his inmost soul vibrated at that implor- 
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ing entreaty of love which he believed f:>^^^ "^ 
directed to himself — 

*' Behold my tears, behold mine aognish, 
Oh twine once more love's wreath for m/B." 

How he was moved by the few bars ^^^=^ito 
which Norma interrupts Adalgisa's coo ^^s- 
sions, bars devoted to recollections of ot^ -^^^ 
days, to the magic which had once enthrai ^^ 
her also ! And to what passion was ^^'^^ 
urged by the Roman's discovered faithle-^^ 
ness ! With grandeur of mind she walked 
the self-sacrifice ! 

An actress who could personate a li^^^t 
so full of soul must possess it herself. I^^ 
the composer's music nowhere gives thr -^ 
dramatic power of the story with equallj^^ , 
overwhelming force, if it soon, as if alarmoi^^^, 
at such daring, only wreathed the power witl^^^^ . 
arabesques in which the self-conceited play o^^ 
notes rocks itself to and fro, the vivacity of^ 
the representation in this case perfected th^^ 
want of creative power on the composer' ^ 
part, and held all intellects bound in the spe^^^ 
of the tragic grandeur ! 
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Jlie was a principessa in the kingdom of 
and was that not something much loftier 
n if her ancestors had stood proudly in the 
den book of Venice ? 

Tilled with such feelings and thoughts, 
.nden joined vigorously in the outbursts of 
ilause with which the finale of the perform- 
5e was ditinguished ; yes, in the entr*acte 
had bought the last bouquet of the flower- 
l, and thrown it to the triumphant actress. 
3 took it up indifferently amongst the 
ers ; she did not know from whom it 
le. 

lad she yesterday cast the flowers into the 
er so as to bury all recollections ? Here 
J returned again as the first greeting of a 
ly awakening love ! Yet she in that 
quet perceived but one of those evidences 
.omage which were lavished so numerously 
n her art ! 

Tot long afterwards Blanden was sitting 
1 Professor Reising, Dr. Kuhl and Schoner 
ihe comfortable cellar of the Court of 
ninal Justice. 
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Reising was in a good temper; he 1:3. ^3d 
shaken off his female retinue ; the four sist ^^rs 
had been invited to a tea-party after -fc^B^e 
theatre. 

** Italian music," said Reising, " that^ is 
true music ! How much Hegel was deligh<:>^d 
with the starring tours of those ItsXri^^^ 
voices in Vienna I Music, like every st*^"^** 
must be the one object; the kingdom ^^ 
notes has its own action and splendour ; -t>T^^ 
opera singers must sing like nightingales sltx:^^ 
rejoice in the presumptuousness of song* ^° 
those ascending and descending runs, '^ 
those stirring trills, in those sharp, foamix3^g 
pearls of self-sufficing capriccios. "V^t-^o 
would enquire whether that music is alw^^*^^ 
adapted to the libretto t The story is a nec5' 
sary evil; it is the perch in the cage, 
cause the bird must sit somewhere. 

Intellectual music, that is the subtlety" ^* 
the mind. People have compared music w^i*^* 
arithmetic only because it rests upon unkna W"^ 
numbers. Good Heavens ! then may tb.^ 
musicians at least remain at the four elem^^" 
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^^y rules, and not lose themselves in the 
'ifferential and integral calculus ! It is a 
^uel mistake wishing to express every pos- 
^ble thing by music; music can express 
othing but the mind's emotions. In all else 

^cts with divine freedom ; I acknowledge 
^at I am an utter Italian in music, and love 
^ revel with it in its own riches ! " 

*' As we, however, possess an opera," re- 
lied Blanden, " and as music is bound to 
"^araatic situations, it must also give a suit- 
^le expression to them ; yet it does not exist 
^^fely on account o£ that expression, else it 
^uld move in constant servitude. It is a 
'^e art and its own ruler in its dominion ! " 

**An enchanting Norma such as ours, 
'^ders all artistic theories superfluous," 
*i^d Schoner with enthusiasm. 

** But to-day," replied Kuhl, " we missed 
^^ poems wafted down from the chandelier ; 
^ other occasions our friend has a new son- 
^t for each character. The liberty of 
^tions must wait when Signora Bollini is 
^toUed." 
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"She is worthy of all laudation," said 
Schoner : " but it would be desecration to 
praise her in inferior verses. My muse is 
not always solvent, now and then I prefer to 
be silent." 

" I am such a novice in theatrical ^fiairSj 
said Blanden, " that the fame of actors and 
actresses is a legend for me ! I might drink 
a glass of wine with a Roscius and know 
nothing o£ the honour that was my portioHr 
Who is this Signora Bollini ? Is she a genuine 
or only a theatrical Italian ? Since whenhafr 
she belonged to the stage celebrities ? Where 
has she gained her laurels ? '* 

"These questions," began Schoner, "Ica^ 
reply to accurately after the study of theatres^ 
newspapers and the personal information of 
the culprit herself, for as such she appears to 
be in your eyes, as you seem to bring a formal 
impeachment against the actress. She is » 
true daughter of Hesperia, although she has 
passed her childhood in Grermany, and there- 
fore is as perfect a mistress of our language 
as she is of her mother tongue. She went 
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m the stage when very young, she gained 
first successes in Milan in la Scala, and 
la Pergola in Florence. Italy was the 
die of her renown. Then she sang in^ 
irid, in London, but always returned 
in to her own home. Two years ago she 
ie a professional tour in Russia, and it 
i a special distinction for our Konigsberg 
J she gave a somewhat lengthy series of 
tor's performances there; she also then 
celled along the coast and through the 
vince. I do not know wherein lies the 
er of attraction which our Northern 
ice exercises upon the daughter of the 
thi" 

Perhaps in Dr. Schoner s verses," sug^ 
ed Kuhl. " It is a reward to be sung 
in East Prussian Leopardi." 
Enough,',' continued Schoner, "that Sig- 
t Bollini is here once again, probably on 
way to Russia for a second time. Accord- 
to what they say, she proposes very easy 
litions to the managers, and is therefore 
omed as a bird of good fortune, like the 
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albatross in Coleridge's poem of the *Ancie 
Mariner.' " 

" I cannot imagine," replied Kuhl, "tl 
Qur sober town of pure reason, or our sb 
fascinate her ; some additional secret cha 
must exist, some secret affection." 

*' I do not think it," replied Schoner. 
know all her adorers ; there are seve 
amongst them who have serious intentic 
The rich young merchant Boiler is even s 
to have asked her hand in marriage ; it : 
matter of course that she should have rejec 
that long-legged stork ; Lieutenant Bus 
mann cherishes a passion for her thai 
colossal as the figure of that ancient Teul 
a passion which threatened to burst 
oflBcer's tight uniform, but that passion, i 
is unreciprocated." 

'' Our friend Schoner," interposed Ki 
" is too modest to include himself amoi] 
the number of the beautiful singer's ador 
yet I must exclaim with Spiegelberg, * M( 
your register has one gap, you have forgot 
j^ourself; 



9 99 



it I^T/^TIIFA » 



NORMA." 17a 

"Of coarse I adore her," replied Schoner. 

"I admire the harmony of her being, her 

talent, her beauty, but I possess too perfect 

^owledge of the country to open a campaign 

^thout any prospect of success ; she is most 

amiable towards us all, but she distinguishes 

^one, and any one who would venture too far 

*^ the front would most assuredly sustain 

^'scomfiture. What did that brave Boiler 

8^ when he even travelled to Moscow after 

^ep p H0 jjiet with his Beresina in Eussia, 

^d returned as disconsolately as once the 

9^(inde armee. One might think that she 

^^pes to conquer an Italian principe or a 

-''^ssian prince, and until then does not care 

to j-yj[[Q Qygp ajiy othor souls or slaves ; yet it 

^® equally possible that she may already 
Possess some silent love, perhaps, in her 
^^H home, and may cherish it with invin- 
^ble faithfulness." 

*• Those are very kind suppositions," said 
"^ofessor Reising. " Such a singer, free to 
^^ "where she will, is a coquette from the 
^^^le. She requires plenty of admirers. 
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because she requires success; she favours 
none especially, so as not to repel the others. 
Wheresoever she goes she forms a little 
ministry for herself, and does the same here ; 
the portfolio of her finances is in her friend 
von der Klapperwiese's hands; Lieutenant 
Buschmann is Minister at War, who inspires 
all enemies with the necessary terror; the 
chief of the Press-bureau is Dr. Schoner, 
and that oflBcer works in prose and verse, 
writes the oflBcial external correspondence, 
looks after the portraits and biographies in 
the newspapers and the laudatory and eulo- 
gistic poems. If she depart from here, a 
great Cabinet crisis takes place, the ministry 
is dismissed, and a new one is formed in each 
new town." 

" According to my views," replied Kuhl, 
" Signora BoUini would do well to think of a 
retreat, to marry a Russian prince and to 
enjoy the comfort which would make it pos- 
sible for her without arias^ without trills and- 
Jioritfire to rule over thousands of souls." 

" Why then ? " asked Blanden, who until 
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^o^r lia(j Kstened silently, but witli strained 
*'^^tion to the conversation. 

because her voice is already ruined." 
''^. Kuhl's daring suggestion met with 
^™08t animated opposition. 

Or — it will soon be so. I possess a sharp 

'^^^ for such things, T need no stethescope ; 

<5an already detect, in her voice a slight 

autumnal rustle ; soon its mellowness will be 

S^^e. Believe me — I am an experienced 

Prophet therein, and one of those privileged 

^^ctors who proclaim the inevitable evil with 

■^^atest certainty. Did I not predict to 

* **llvilein Burg that her organ was on the 

^^Ue while she still seemed able to sing down 

^*ie walls of Jericho with a flourish of 

^^Uxnpets ? And how quickly it set in I It 

^^^ckles and breaks suddenly even if it do 

*iH rustle like heavy satin ! And there is 

^ l^emedy for it — I could at most prescribe 

*^^ Russian prince to the Signora.'' 

^* You make our souls shudder with fore- 

^<iing at this prophecy," cried the Prof essor, 

*^e he looked anxiously at the clock, for 
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he did not wish to reach home later tl 
Euphrasia, because Lori had lately expres 
an opinion that being out late was ruinous 
his health. 

" This medical wisdom," cried Scho: 
angrily, " might be capable of spoiling all ( 
enjoyment of life. The gentlemen can 
longer cure, but they recognise the le 
disturbance in the mechanism of life; tl 
carry our verdict of death upon their li 
and know about the period when it will 
executed ; but to obtain a full pardon fr 
implacable Nature lies quite beyond th 
capabilities. There I extol the poets ; tl 
glorify the beautiful present, the blessed 
day, and leave to-morrow to the black- visior 
prophet and to the uncertain whim of d 
tiny." 

The party broke up, Blanden made € 
quiries of the poet as to the singer's abo( 
and while he walked alone with Kuhl acre 
the moonlit castle yard, said to him — 

"With what a trembling heart I pass 
through that door when I went to the Fr; 
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Grafin's court, that beautiful witness of 

*he Apocalypse ! Another time has come 

^^d wafted away all the spectre, but also has 

demanded a tardy victim ! For me it was a 

^^*ushing blow, I did not dare to live any 

*^xiger. From to-day I dare it again, all the 

splints of my life are stirred, because that 

"igTiora Bollini is my principessa of Lago 

^^aggiore." 
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IN THE BOUDOIE. 




The play-bill announced that in consequen 
of Signora BoUini's hoarseness the perfor 
ance of the " Somnavtbula " would not t 
place, " der Freischiitz^^ was substituted for i 
The theatre was empty, and all the great 
was the number of visitors who towar 
evening came to enquire after the health 
the singer. Beate had trouble to restrain 
pressure which, under pretexts of every d 
scrip tion, became dangerous for her frien 
quiet, nor could she always succeed, inverr=n- 
tive as she was in evasions of every kinc:^; 
the regular visitors would not let themselv ^s 
be turned away, and even a few others w9^o 
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are not afraid of one, take your hat and pro- 
pose to her — ^you have my blessing." 

Blanden went to prepare for his homeward 
journey. Wegen remained behind, his head 
resting upon his hand, overcome with con- 
flicting thoughts and resolutions. 
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Consider that her success is Qur work ; 
are the genuine, incorruptible enthusiasts 
enthusiasm of the claque always betrays i 
hired origin — the fate of an evening at t 
theatre rests in our pure hands." 

Beate was not impervious to such explani 
tions, and opened the portals of the san 
tuary to the repulsive young man. 

Somewhat pale, Signora Giulia lay up 
the sofa, her hair unbound, a book in h 
hand, a red-hued sheeny silk encircled ttn 
slender form; the modulated light of 
hanging lamp which still struggled wi^ 
the light of day, imparted a slightly gre^ 
tint to her noble features. Spectre-like stocr 
out the statues of Dante and Tasso, of RossL 
and Bellini from the dark red velvet han 
ings ; the Signora loved the art of sculptii 
and beautiful forms. 

There, too, the head of Juno Ludovisti v 
displayed, a successful copy ; here the Vej 
out of the Florentine Academy, and ^ 
group upon the buffet represented the br 
the derricks, the cruel piece of carving o 
the Museo Borbomco- 
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The Signora greeted the student with a 
filiglit movement of her head as he entered ; 
^^ enquired after her health and the subject 
^^ her reading — 

** Tasso ! " exclaimed he then, "Jerusalem 
^^li^ered ? and the very canto which treats 
^^ -Armida and Einaldo ? I must confess that 
■*-^Sso is not my favourite, he takes things so 
^^x*ibly seriously, and describes circumstances 
^t^ich are really frivolous, with such solemn 
^^^ling; he is for ever squinting at the 
'^^pitoline laurels." 

*' Oh, who would not," cried the singer 
^"Uddenly raising herself, " gaze towards those 
laurels, even with weary expiring eyes, as the 
J)oet beneath the oak of San Onofrio gazed 
^ross at the Capitol ? " 

" I personally," said Salomon, " am not 
susceptible to laurel wreaths ; in these days 
they are much too cheap a prize ! " 

And at the same time he cast an impertinent 
glance at the velvet wall which was completely 

covered with such wreaths. 

« 

" But as far as Gerusalemme Liberata is 
concerned, as Tasso sings of it, \fc V^ ^^ ^^ 
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worn-out story which never becomes 
thank God; because the crusades could oinly 
take place in a period so little enlightene(3- a.s 
the so-called middle ages, when any moxik 
with a long beard, who sat upon a jacka^ss, 
possessed more influence than a minister of 
war, and who mobilised the whole Reser^^^s;^^ 
and Landsturm of Christianity. Such thin--'^'^^ 
are no longer possible in these days, 
cannot misunderstand me when I, as 
educated man of our times, in connecti 
with the * Jerusalem delivered,' think 
something very different than what that ma-^ 
poet glorified in his stanzas, namely tb- 
emancipation of our faith. Heine is o\0-^ 
Tasso, and is indeed a much greater poet> ^ 
for when he describes an Armida, she »^ 
flesh and blood, and with a few strokes of tlm-^ 
brush he gives her more vivid colouriixg' 
than when Tasso absorbs a whole palette fu-U 
of tints in order to paint her upon canvas." 
Signora Giulia paid no attention to the 
chatterer, and calmly continued to read her 
poem. 
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*^ Arioste now, is quite a different man ! 

•f^ him there is some of the blood of Heinrich 

■^eine ; an ironical light hovers around his 

^^eations ; his giants bear some resemblance 

^ Atta Troll, and his beautiful women might 

*^Qve about in a drawing-room. But you are 

®Urely unwell, Signora ? I must, it is true, 

^^fess that I have not perceived any of the 

^^rseness of which the play-bills speak, 

^t they, so far as I am concerned, are 

^ ^^y little deserving of credence, I, who, 

"^^eed, possess a sceptical nature ; but you 

^em to be exhausted also, and doubtlessly 

^Vich a conversation as I love to hold, I might 

^ay in academical style, fatigues you, because 

^y mind is always devoted to the loftier 

>^terests of art and literature, although I 

^m also • interested in butterflies and other 

creatures of the animal kingdom. Indeed, I 

surely weary you ? " 

For the first time, Giulia gave him a look 
of gratitude ; she acknowledged that she was 
unwell, and begged him to thank the brave 
youth of the Albertina, who had behaved 
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SO admirably at the late commemoratioi: 
Salomon acknowledged these thanks in th 
name of all the students, and not without 
sensation of dissatisfaction left the singe 
who had not given him personally tha 
sympathy which his enthusiasm and constar 
efforts merited. 

" A sad lot," said Giulia to Beate, wh 
entered, " this dependence upon the public- 
is it not the worst slavery ? And what is 
all for ? So that in the general exultant ag 
plause, no sound of disapproval, no token • 
discontent may be mingled. Always fee 
for this evanescent fame ; ever from day f 
day this begging for the alms of applause ! 

" Well," said Beate, " they have alwa; 
been expended lavishly upon you ! " 

" Yet how short is the memory of ou 
contemporaries : what is all this fleeting, Im 
toxicating splendour for which we stri^ 
with all the fibres of our soul ? How soon y^ 
are transformed into a legend that each ye^ 
becomes more obscure, and then the rsLi 
storm of oblivion sweeps over us all! Ol 
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I am weary, often infinitely weary, and 
^ould fain fly to a quiet spot where never 
^^ore the incessant chase after success 
^^ould shatter my nerves" 

Giulia rested her head upon her liand, and 
•closed her eyes; then she continued, opening 
*tem again wearily. 

**Yes, if the sweet rapture still hold us 
^^ptive ; if we still feel all the magic of re- 
nown in its perfect entirety, then we may 
"^^fy the infinite trouble which the chase after 
laurels brings with it, for the time has passed 
^^ which they fall spontaneously like divine 
*^Vours into the lap of the happy being, but 
^l^en we have become indifferent to all these 
^^Umphs, when we would fain cast aside all 
"this rustling gilt tinsel of fame, and necessity 
^t-ill compels us to labour for immortality in 
^hich we no longer believe, oh, then we could 
^Hvy the daily labourer the calm happiness 
^* bis work, for he only needs his hands — his 
thoughts and emotions are free, while we must 
^^ng spirit and nerve to our daily task, yield 
^P our heart's blood without faith or love." 
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" In such a frame of mind you probaWy 
declined to-day's performance ! '' 

" Perhaps — but you know^ have s^^^ 
him. How uncertain are my feelings! I ^^ 
not wish to see him again, therefore '^ 
souc^ht his home when he was abset^^' 
With dread I look forward to the moment ^ 
which he will speak to me, call me by tJCn 
name — the step out of that enchanted fai w^ 
tale into sober reality, appears inconceivabl 
to me. I feel the burning colour of shait^^ 
upon my cheeks at the very thought. ^^ 
one time I appear to myself like a SomnambuX^ 
who must precipitate herself into an aby^^ 
when he calls me, awakes me out of T[xy 
dreams, then at another like a Melusina, wb-O 
is surprised by her knight while she, with ^ 
fish's tail, splashes about in the crystal stream 
with other water- witches, that horrible fish s 
tail, the paper train of unhappy theatrical 



renown." 
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But many a principe has married such a 
Melusina despite her fish's tail," said Beata 
with a smile of ready comfort. 
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' He feels differently, I know it ; I wish 
^ not to meet him, not to desecrate a 
utiful moonlight memory with the sober 
t of day, and yet what is it that ever 
'es me hither to this desolate land ? A 
f, incomprehensible longing, that I dare 

confess to myself; I feel as if I belonged 
him when I stand upon the soil of his 
xe, and when I saw him again the day 
>re yesterday, he recognised me — I saw it, 
it ; what is all fame, all exultation of the 
Pvd to me? I yearn for one word from him, 
vill come, he must come, and because I 
ecthim, I have not sung to-day." 
' If the stern manager knew that ! '' 

I tremble at the prospect of meeting 
., I start up each time the bell is touched ; 
isten with feverish expectation ; I am 
ndlessly disappointed at every other face, 

yet I could hardly endure to see him." 
^he bell was rung ; in anxious anticipation 
lia smoothed the dark curls from her brow. 
,te, shrugging her shoulders, announced 
T Spiegeler, the indefatigable, irrepressible 
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operatic reporter, who in addition provided 
the radicalism for many German theatrical 
newspapers. 

Giulia, after a silent malediction, assumed 
a friendly smile and greeted the lame critic, 
who limped into the room upon his crutch. 

" Indisposed, beautiful prima donna f 
said he, with the air of a' protector, "our 
malicious climate is not created for nightin- 
gales." 

"' And yet I have heard that in Lithuania 
the nightingales are very numerous and sing 
wonderfully." 

" It may be — in that case they must have 
T)een sent to a wrong address, for there is no 
public there capable of appreciating their 
melting warbles." 

Spiegeler belonged to the would-be witty 
daily writers, who are not alarmed at any 
impertinence to the descendants of Saphir> 
whose star at that time was already on the 
wane; he wished to make himself talked 
about and feared, he cared not at what cost; 
in every artist he did but perceive a victim 
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of his wit, and examined that victim until he 
had discovered the vulnerable heel of Achilles 
for his dart. He piqued himself upon his 
^denesses, his existence depended upon them. 
1^ middle class life it often befell him that 
^® Was turned out of public-houses on account 
^f tis unseemly conduct ; everywhere he was 
®^osed to a by no means silent contempt ; at 

^^^ same time in literary and theatrical 

• 

^cles he was deemed a magnate, and there 
^U strove to win his good-will. But the 
^tter always remained uncertain, because for 
'lie sake of a happy idea he would even 
Sacrifice his friends. He was so touchingly 
tinocent that he was never even conscious of 
lis own impudence ; he considered wit to be 
lis profession, and in that profession every- 
hing was allowable. Without blushing he 
tretched out the hand of friendship to those 
nto whose heart he had on the previous day 
blunged a dagger with the skill of a literary 
)ravo, and then wondered why his friendly 
rreeting was not reciprocated. Such para- 
litical existences more than aught else have 
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brought literature into disrepute in mi 
class German life, because tlie German cantDi- c 
bring himself to admire that which in ott»-€ 
respects he despises ! Certainly in literatux. J 
the portals are thrown widely open even "i 
these sharks ; under the banner of so-calT^ 
talent even the most miserable character! 
creatures are smuggled in, and when sucbi. 
shameless pretender of wit composes 
immature piece which only possesses dramatic 
joints in however slight a degree, and ill or 
well can move upon the boards, immediateJj 
many court theatres, which have long since 
learned to treat as rubbish all productioDS of 
true talent, hasten to bring out that drama or 
after-piece, so as to pay homage to a young 
genius, or much more, to render themselves 
secure against the ruthless lash of the literary 
clown. 

Spiegeler certainly had not yet made any 
attempt upon the domain of original art; but 
in all other qualities he did not deny the type 
of the so-called wit, above all not in indiffer- 
ence towards every description of chastisement 
which did not extendi ^o I^t ^^ ^^^^ass[\s^^\L 



IN THE BOUDOIR. 191 

•of hands. For him moral annihilation did not 
^^t, and he was wont to return with great 
freedom from • embarrassment whithersoever 
*uch acts oi homage had been his portion. 

Never did Giulia feel the degradation of 

*^er actress' calling more than in the presence 

^^ such German critics and their professional 

^Q'lice : a prima donna who had associated on 

*^etidly terms with the highest nobility of 

•'^taly was compelled to receive with all well- 

"^ed affability persons to whom the doors of 

^ drawing-room would never have been 

^^X'own open. Often enough had she proudly 

^Corned to wait upon the malicious " gentle- 

^^n of the press," while many of her 

Colleagues in velvet trains rustled up the 

^ack-stairs to an attic in which some news- 

J^aper writer, dangerous to her existence, had 

Ais den; but even if her success did not 

buffer therefrom, at all events on all sides she 

Vas told of the witty sallies with whiph the 

intellectual reporter revenged himself for this 

neglect. Of what use to her was all proper 

indignation ? 

It trouWed ier to read in evexy cou-ofeevi- 
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ance the knowledge of those spiteful hon rr^c^^^y 
she was given up to public malice ; the aix* ^ 
which she breathed was no longer the p^i^^^ 
atmosphere of art, it wafted a poiso:^^^ 
pestilential blast towards her, and she fy^^^' 
ferred to submit to secret humiliation rat-*ti er 
than bear the insults to which she was ^^• 
posed before the whole world. 

And Giulia was obliged to tell herself tti- at 
such theatrical criticism only flourished upc^a 
German soil ! In Italy, in England, in Sp^/in 
every critic was a nobilej a gentleman, ^>^ 
hidalgo ; even censure is offered with a poli*e 
bow, every merited acknowledgment is m&de 
to talent and beauty. Never is an artistic 
performance sacrificed to the unsparing spirit 
that delights in plucking it to pieces ; Dev^r 
do newspapers venture to let an inquisitive 
ray of light fall into the interior of private 
life as through an open window shutter, and 
then to gossip about it with /^^V^aw^ allusions. 
Giulia thought little of the much- vaunted 
German piety, she saw that not alone the 
actors and actresses, but also the original 
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poets themselves were often criticisingly ill- 
'^ated by most incapable heads, and that 
'ie public did not take part with the richly 
§W5ed and nobly struggling talents, but rather 
harried their homage with utmost complacency 
'^ the sparkling conceits of the much promis- 
^g critic. She certainly did not know that 
' similar lot had fallen to our classical poets, 
*^^t a criticism which had a fig-leaf ready 
^^^ every bare mediocrity picked Schiller's 
^B-gedies to pieces as being schoolboy's work, 
^^en shortly before their author's death, and 
'*iat amid the exultation of a numerous 
*^owd a squib sought to destroy Goethe's 
^urels. 

All the same, these thoughts, the recollec- 
tions of many an experience in her intercourse 
^ith the representatives of German public 
>pinion, caused her blood to boil more than 
isually to-day; either the sad mood that 
)vercame her was its cause, or a dim feeling 
hat even in daring defiance she would find a 
protector in the man who breathed the air of 
he same town with her. 
VOL. n. 
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Spiegeler had made himself comfor 
propped his crutch against the easy < 
the spiteful line about his lips, recogn 
despite the luxuriant beard, the small 
watchful eyes intimated that some mali( 
being prepared, but it was no plumed 
which he this time launched at the si 
he wished to let her feel his super 
while showing her that she was depe 
upon a man who had never troubled h 
particularly about her especial art. 

"My real department," said he, " 
drama ; I have only added operatic cri 
to it, because our musical men can 
nothing but notes. I do not unde] 
much about music ; those unfortunate 
exercises disgusted me with the pianc 
and I have no voice for einging, but 
therefore all the more impressionable, j 
freer from prejudice ; handicraft is univc 
the death of art; all men of busines 
craftsmen, unbiassed only is he who e 
and I am thus the fitting exponent of 
opinion. What does our great public i 
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Stand about music ? Notldng, absolutely 
^otliing ; I assure you it is unbounded hypo- 
^t^sy of our society that it pretends to be 
^^itiated in the secrets of an art, which one 
'^"U.st study like the cabala in order to 
^^oipher its marks. Nowhere do the char- 
-^^taos possess so great a field as here — 

" That which cannot declined be 
Is ta'en for immortality." 

"^cple worship the incomprehensible de- 

^ flatly and do not know that it is everlast- 

^^gly incomprehensible. On the other hand 

^^ is genuine music that electrifies, that 

Penetrates the nerves; and who does not 

"i^ejoice at a national melody, the notes of 

"Which can be caught up and retained while 

they are hummed around us, or at a piece 

for the trumpet at which even the horses 

begin to neigh and raise their heads ? " 

Giulia was indignant at the impudence with 
which the critical musical guide of the capital 
confessed his ignorance and claimed admira- 
tion for it. 

** It is not very flattering," said she, ^^ that 
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you study tlie influence of our art among 
four-footed creatures." 

" Influence — that of course is tlie princip 
thing ! Whether a war-horse raises his hea.-— -^ 
at the trumpet's note or Raffaelle's Cecilie 
the sound of the harp, originates in one am 
the same cause — the magic of music ! Am 
in order to feel it thoroughly one must b 
hampered with no theory; music must i 
sinuate itself around us, or rouse us like ar 
elementary power." 

" You may be right," said Giulia, " an 
yet they are two quite different matters 
feeling the charms of music and writing upo 
them." 

"You offer me a challenge," repliec3 
Spiegeler, not without bitterness. "MTj^ 
criticisms are not learned enough for yoa ; 
they contain nothing about fugues and 
counter-point, and I do not understand how 
to designate your highest notes according to 
the alphabet of la Scala. Nevertheless, I 
can detect whether they are pure and beau- 
tiful or if they leave an unpleasant after-taste 
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^tich you will then perceive in my criticisms. 

-*- -hat was the case recently in ' Norma/ I 

pitied you on account of your indisposition. 

^oii must, indeed, spare yourself ; people are 

^■•^^oady remarking that your performances 

^^^ moving in a declining scale." 

Oiulia had risen angrily from the sofa. 
**I am a great lover of truth," continued 
^^Piegeler. " We here live in the town of a 
S^^at Thinker, who spoke the truth ruth- 
^^Ssly. Until now in my criticisms I have 
^'^tended the cloak of Christian charity over 
y^lir shortcomings, but my conscience is 
^^akened. For some time I have collected 
^Very variety of observations and remarks 
"^pon broken and cracked voices; they are 
Hot amiss these scraps of thought ; they are 
mental iron i&lings, and I am seeking the 
magnet to which they can be attached; I 
cannot promise you that I may not utilise 
them in my criticism of your next perform- 
ance if it satisfy my expectations as little as 
did your * Norma.' " 

The fiery blood of the Italian now con- 
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quered all prudence. Her tall figure ^v^^ 
drawn up to its full height, her eye flasti^^» 
internal agitation quivered in the corners ^* 
her lips, as Giulia cried — 

" Well, then, annihilate me ; I will gla-c^Ky 
be the victim so that not one of my succ3 ^s- 
sors may have the accumulated poison- oz>us 
flowers poured over her from the comuco ;fz>i»^ 
of your intellect. We are all, indeed, 'fcie 
slaves of the public; it subscribes to 'xny ^ 
notes as to your wit, and when my voice fce- 
comes hoarse and your genius is snuffed ant, 
the Moor's occupation will be gone and he 
may retire." 

" Yery true," interposed Spiegeler, . nodding 
his head in assent. 

" The public is perfectly right ; yet I, too, 
have the right to tell you what I think. I 
despise a criticism which alone aims at its own 
brilliance, even if it only be the hght of 
mental corruption with which it wanders 
about like a will-o'-the-wisp." 

Spiegeler cast a hostile glance at the singer, 
rose with difficulty, and grasped the crutch 
that stood beside \v\m. 
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espise any criticism/' continued Giulia, 
bly, " that vaunts its own ignorance 
glorious art to which I and we all 
(dicated our lives. We are and shall 
in the sanctuary; what do we care 
he baying of the dogs at the portals of 
iple ? " 

ily Spiegeler seized the second crutch. 
3 criticism may be severe, but noble ; 
ind conversant with the rul6s and 
s of war; I myself will eat the black 
ith the Spartan, little as I may like it, 
with the Helot ! He must carry my 
3lse I shall chastise him." 
jeler struck the floor with his crutch, 
the room shook. 

at to me, Signora ! But beware, my 
ly swarm ! " 

;hall know how to protect myself 
their sting." 

Dubt it ; but I thank you — ^you accord 
liberty once more. I have longed for 
)wed consideration for your beauty, 
J favour befall me in consequence? 
ed consideration for yo\xr ^Qt\Si\:^ 
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fame, it dazzled me as it did the public 
Worldly fame, like a soap-bubble it sliau-^"' 
collapse. A circus in Barcelona, a Crystr"^^^*^ 
]*alace in England, to these may be added 
cnfe chantant in Moscow, and the magic is dii 
solved. Talent ! What is talent ? Peep 
possess it so long as it is believed in. Tale 
is a bill at sight, it must be redeemed. It 
little enough to possess talent alone ; a singi 
must cease to begin when her voice begins 
cease. There you have a few specimen 
how do you like the colour ? It is of 
brilliant lustre, brilliant ! That will create 
sensation ! " 

Giulia stood as if bewildered beneath t 
drizzling rain of these aphorisms. She kep^* 
her hands pressed convulsively upon tt»-^ 
table. 

"I can discover new stars," cried Spiegele^^> 
'' and transform them into falling ones. J 
have given the German stage two prirm^^ 
donne, I can create queens of the opera^^ 
but also hurl them to destruction. Nous 
verrons, Signora I 
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Seate rushed in from the adjoining room. 
Stamping with his crutches, the lame re- 
^^ter left the boudoir. 
** What have you done? Gorpo di haccoV^ 

* * I feel myself free and great as Italy's 
^^^st promising actress, young Adelaide 
^stori, when, as Mary Stuart, she plunged 
^^ knife into her enemy's bosom." 

* ^ Unbounded recklessness ! What possessed 
^xn ? We shall be obliged to bear the con- 
fluences." 

The bell was rung outside. 

**Ifear nothing more! He comes — it is 

"With downcast mien Beate announced 
lieutenant Buschmann and Herr Boiler. 

Giulia received her adorers with cold 
^^serve. - 

Boiler, who was as tall as Buschmann, but 
'^ho, behind the corpulent officer, looked like 
the latter's shadow, was now one of the Sig- 
Uora's friends most capable of sacrificing him- 
self. After she had rejected his attentions, 
he had relinquished all hopes of winning her; 
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however, he had vowed to himself to proteC^^^ 
and watch over her as much as ho possibl 
could. 

Be was a young man of principle, nobl 
hearted and faithful to his duty ; but h 
exterior was not very prepossessing, 
figure thin as a lamp-post, grey eyes, a h 
gard face and a sharply prominent nose ; 
seemed to be the embodiment of Immanu 
Kant's conception of duty. 

Lieutenant Buschmann's principles we 
less firmly planted, but his outward appea 
ance was superior. It was imposing, 
great physical size ; his features expresse ^ 
perfect self-complacency, a healthy colour la^^ 
upon his cheeks, and confidence of success- 
flashed from his eyes. He was little adapts ^ 
to stand in the ranks, therefore he wa»-^ 
generally ordered upon duties which ha^ 
nothing in common with the march past oX3 
parade. 

Far removed from resigning, like his friend 
Boiler, who on that account was his friendi 
he still went out bent upon conquest; for 
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in his eyes, he had risen, and with real 
emotion had stretched out his hand to 
Cacilie, who hesitatingly and cautiously placed 
hers within it. Olga could not suppress a 
slight coughing fit behind the portiere ; it was 
a nervous cough, consequent upon sudden 
agitation. / 

" Will you be mine ? I will cherish you all 
my life," continued Wegen, with overflowing 
fervour, " no one will dare to wound you ; 
here and there they njight, perhaps, gaze 
with unloving looks upon the strange girl who 
came into the country, but my wife will be 
respected and honoured, and all will meef her 
lovingly when she bears my name. That is 
one consideration which might make you 
doubtful, it is groundless, I assure you — 
and as regards the other, I see that you still 
are doubtful ; well, I am no genius, no such 
promise was made by my cradle, I bow before 
your intellect, but would it not belong to me 
also, when we are one for life ? I, however, 
possess sound common sense ; I am a District 
Deputy, people have confidence in me, in iny 
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fondly over plastic pictures which he certain^ ^^ 
set forth in an aesthetic light ; at the sai 
time, however, he let a bold word fall oc(? 
sionally, taking greater intimacy for granti 
Then the bell ransr asrain ! Giulia starte- 




This time her expectations had not deceive 
her, it was Herr von Blanden's card whii^-^-*^ 
Beate handed to her. How her heart beatm^ ^ 
she pressed her hand upon it and rested tt^:^^ 
other upon the table to keep herself stead^^^* 
How painful to be obliged to receive him ju^^* 
now ; she wished the officer far away who haa^ ^ 
drawn so defiantly close to her, aud ev^^^ 
modest Herr Boiler, who cast such mournfrnJiI 
glances at her, and ever again filled the basket* 
which he had received,* with fresh flowers 
expressive of his homage ; and yet, perhaps, 
she should be less embarrassed if she were 
not alone when she greeted him for the first 
time. She signed to her friend, and sood 
after Blanden entered the room. 

She went to meet him, and offered her 

* *' To receive the basket ** signifies to be rejected, rira*'' 
lator's note, ) 
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^and to him ; but she trembled in so doing, 
^^<i a burning colour suffused her cheeks. 

** I am rejoiced," said he, after having been 
^"titx^oduced to the other gentlemen, " to be 
^■^1^ here in the cold north to renew a brief 
^^<^xiaintance begun in Italy." 

^landen spoke with calmness and ease, 

^^^ sought by these tactics to mask Giulia's 

^Sitation, but Buschmann, who had as good 

^^ eye for a countenance as he had for 

^^connoissance, had long since perceived that 

^o indifferent meeting was now taking place. 

^is jealousy had immediately been roused ; 

be decided at once to reconnoitre the ground 

more closely, and ventured to the front 

with one question after another as to the 

time and place of that meeting, but if he 

counted upon evasive replies, he had been 

mistaken. Blanden took it upon himself to 

speak, and answered so clearly and decidedly 

that the officer withdrew his vedettes. 

Blanden felt himself once more entirely 
under the spell of that beautiful woman of 
the south ; not myrtles and laurels, not the 
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mirror of the lake with the reflection of t> 
lofty Alpine peaks, not the aromatic brear 
of orange flowers acted now intoxicating" 
upon his senses, and yet it was the self-sa 
charm that held him in its spell, at the co 
templation of those harmonious features 
of that noble form. But she appeared dista: 
to him, majestically distant, and he cou 
hardly believe that he had once folded her 
his arms. 

Beneath indifferent conversation both co 
cealed the emotions and thoughts that stirr^ <? 
them inwardly. Vainly Blanden hoped th^att 
the first visitors would withdraw and grai::** 
him an undisturbed interview. LieutenaK^t 
Buschmann stood bravely to his post, aa^ 
did not give the slightest indication of 
retiring from the field; he even at timcfi 
assumed a familiar tone towards the singer, 
which she repelled with displeasure. 

Blanden's conversation seemed to glide 
unconcernedly above all this by-play, which 
in reality he watched closely ; the other 
guests' obduracy obliged him to be the 
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^^t to take leave. Giulia's looks, however, 

assured him of her unchanged affection ; she 

^^quested him to repeat his visit very soon. 

** My Beatrice," said Buschmann, who 

^^xight much of his knowledge of Dante's 

^^edy, " my guide through Paradise appears 

^ ^ txim completely away from me 1 Who then 

^ this stranger who crosses our mutual 

Patt?" 

** I have already mentioned his name," 
-^aid Giulia coldly, " but here is his card ! " 

'* An old Italian acquaintance ! Herr von 
-Blanden, a gentleman of large property ! 
-Ah, ah, Boiler, that is promotion over our 
Pleads, we shall have to retire to the ranks." 

" I gave no cause for such remarks," said 
Oiulia. 

"No, Signora, we have not yet lost all 
•courage. Such acquaintances from the land 
where the oranges bloom, easily droop in our 
cUmate; they require a special hot- house 
here, and it is to be hoped that you will not 
find one. But we are tried weather-proof 
friends, is it not so Boiler ? But we will not 
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disturb the Signora any longer! no 1t>^ 
feelings, lovely one ! Does not Beatrice b^^ 
the olive branch of peace ? " 

When Buschmann and Boiler had retir 
Giulia gave way to violent tears and so 
Beate came to her and enquired as to t> 
cause of this despair. 

" Despair, indeed 1 I have seen him ag 
and all else has become worthless to me ; 
is the breath of this passion that extinguisti ^ 
all the other lights on the Christmas tree o 
my life, while I, dazzled, stare fixedly in to 
the one all-consuming flame ! But he, he — 
how can he respect me ? That love, which I 
as if in a dream and intoxication gave to him, 
I the nameless one to the stranger — does it 
not now speak its own verdict of condemnation 
upon me ? Now, when all gains name, form 
humiliating distinctness ! In what circles 
does he see me. In those of importunate 
admirers, who sacrifice my name ! The 
theatrical tinsel that rustles around me is 
sure to make all appear like a comedia to him, 
and who knows if like a divina comedia ! Ah I 



IN THE BOTJDOIR. 209 

id he does not imagine how the glowing 
collection of him governs all my dreams, 
w, like that Penelope who waited for her 
3yssey, I reject every other lover." 
"He does not know it," said Beate, con- 
lingly, "but you can tell him though." 
" And when I have told him, if he believe 
B, if he still love me, what then ? Is my 
isfortune any the less ? The secret of my 
e, that baneful fetter that I drag after me, 
prohibit any thought of lasting happiness ! 
as there ever a more pitiable slave than I ? 
vould make a holocaust of all my laurel 
eaths, of that accumulated adornment of 
r life, and precipitate myself into the flames ; 
vould be best ! " 

* Do not despair," said Beate, " I have 
irage and resolution ! I think day and 
ht of a means by which to release you." 
'* It is impossible," replied Giulia sighing. 
'* First you shall speak to your friend of 
go Maggiore, and probe his heart. Appoint 
) hour yourself; I shall keep guard and no 
3 shall cross this threshold." 

VOL. II. \ 
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Giiilia pressed Beate's hand gratefully, but 
tien she shook her head, threw herself upon 
the sofa, and, weeping silently, buried her face 
in the cushions. 




CHAPTER IX. 



IN THE BOARDING SCHOOL. 

Upon his writing table in the hotel garni that 
he inhabited with his wife and sisters-in-law. 
Professor Reising found a delicate, perfumed 
little note in disguised handwriting, which 
invited him to a rendezvous m a confectioner's 
shop by the Castle lake. 

He read it through carefully, pushed it 
all crumpled up into liis pocket, and gave 
himself up to meditation as grave as if he liatl 
to decipher the most difficult passages in the 
Hegelian logic. 

He was so convinced of his personal charms 
that he did not deem it at all impossible that 
he should have inflamed some female heart. 
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Rose-coloured paper — disguised writing 
what could this tiny sheet signify, that mig 
have been wafted into his room through t 
air? 

All philosophers are inquisitive ; is not 
study of philosophy one great piece of i 
quisitiveness that peeps behind the scenes c 
the world, in order to convince itself by wh 





means they are pushed and turned, and hc^ ir 
the comedy of life is prepared. 

Euphrasia was allowing the dreams of ^^z? 
afternoon nap to float around her. Tfae 
sisters-in-law were in her room. Reisixi^ 
brushed his hat and repaired to the coi?ifec- 
tioner's shop. 

It was situated by the Castle lake, and 
contained a suite of small rooms, whici 
opened into a large hall looking towards the 

lake. 

Reising passed from one room into another 
and cast questioning glances at several mem- 
bers of the fair sex, who, here or there, were 
sitting alone. 

But these c\uest\ona met with no other 
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''^^spoiise excepting that of an unmeaning 

Several rattled their newspapers angrily, 
-^^ the perusal of which they had been ab- 
^oi-bed. 

At last he seated himself in the open hall, 

d gazed discontentedly at the lake. Had 

ij one ventured to play a practical joke on 

*^iin? Otherwise he would not have been 

displeased at a little adventure, although 

^Xitil now he had never thought of such a 

filing. 

His imagination, whenever it did picture 
-^ny particularly delightful event, had always 
let a torchlight procession in his honour 
float before him, and in idle moments he had 
6ven surprised himself in the effort to express 
in well-chosen words his thanks for that 
honour which his pupils vouchsafed to him. 

Now the play of his imagination had dis- 
covered fresh food, for, indeed, there lay an ex- 
citing charm in such expectation and tension; 
because, even while he was looking at the 
lake he listened at the same time with 
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quickened ears whether the door did 
open, whether any little tripping foot 
rustling silken gown did not intimate t 
approaching surprise. 

At last — a veiled lady appeared — she thr 
back the veil — it was CaciUe von Dornau, 

Reising had always thought her pretty a 
clever, and he felt particularly flattered th 
she should have invited him to a tete-a-te 
But how dangerous was this meeting I N 
only was Cacilie said to be engaged to He 
von Wegen, but she also possessed a passio 
ate admirer in Dr. Kuhl, and now — he 
be the third in the game ! The girl was, 
deed, enterprising ! 

Cacilie seemed to be embarrassed when sT^te 
perceived him. The Professor was so really- 
He did not quite know how to adapt himself 
to his good fortune, and how he should be- 
have on so unusual an occasion. 

He stood there, turning his hat round in 
his hand. Should he request her to sit down 
beside him ? 




1 



Cacilie meanwhile had seated herself at J \ 
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Mother table. ReisiDg went up to her and 
S^^ed at her with most speaking looks. He 
^^s waiting for her to address him, and with 
"^a,son — a pink note has its duties ! 

**It is very cool to-day," said Cacilie, 
^^apping herself more closely in her cloak. 

**Tou have been spoiled in Italy," said 
"'^^ising. 

•* It is cold enough there, too. I stayed a 
^^ar and a half with a friend in Florence and 
"•^cme, and have only recently returned home. 
-^^ assure you I have been as nearly frozen on 
^Ixe Amo and the Tiber as one can be on a 
"^olar expedition. Italy in the winter is a 
^elusion." 

In summer, also — at least for many." 
But surely not for you ? " 
" In many respects, yes ; especially as far 
518 the Italian women are concerned. In 
pictures, indeed, or national costume, such as 
those of Rovert, or in Olympic ones, as those 
. of Titian, there are beauties, but in reality it 
is different. In Milan, thin fair women, of 
Tiombard blood, with black veils ; in Genoa, 
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well-nourished Italian Hanseatic ones,in wit ^ -^ 
veils ; in Rome, beautifully moulded \iQ2f^ ^^ 
upon a plump body ! And then those m? 
culine voices ; if one does not look narrow, 
one often imagines it is a non-commission( 
oflBcer who speaks; they are wanting 
everything soft and womanly. How differei 
"Nvith us ! Oh, how different ! " 

" Why do you look so strangely at me ? " 

" I thought, I would—" 

These questions caused Reising to becoi 
confused. Plainly Cacilie would not open tl 
confidential interview. 

Was he, as the recipient of such a myi 
terious note, that shed forth the perfumes 
every scent of a toilet table, bound to breailc 
the seal of the secret ? 

He mustered his resolution and said — 

"You wished to speak to me here, my 
Fraulein. I am happy that you repose a con- 
fidence in me that I shall never misuse." 

At these almost whispered words he looked 
at her with a doubtful glance. He hoped for 
encouragement, so as to be able then to open 
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eyes more boldly and to let them rest upon 
charming young lady. 
You are mistaken," said Cacilie coldly, 
am glad to see you here, but I did not in- 

you." 

I beg your pardon, but I believed the pink 



>j 



Oh, oh, Herr Professor," replied Cacilie, 
ing her forefinger warningly. 
Certainly without signature; but when 
entered — " 

I always considered you to be a Dr. 
st, who studies the books of his nostra- 
us Hegel, and bathes his bosom assidu- 
y in the morning dawn ; but I did not 
w that you had already tasted the magic 
k, and saw a Helen in every woman. 
[ now it strikes me, surely you are mar- 
— and scented pink notes, assignations — 
ah, Herr Professor I Surely I was mis- 
n in the address, and took you for a Faust, 
e you are but a Don Juan." 
eising experienced the humiliating con- 
usness of having behaved very awkwardly. 
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Of what use was all his philosophy with 
little worldly wisdom. 

Besides, Cacilie assumed a very triu 
phant air ; she had the wicked intention 
making the most of her triumph, and of kee 
ing him as long as possible upon the rack 
for this astute young lady, with her lizar 
like suppleness and slimness, was a dangerou__ 
opponent. 

And if now actually the authoress of tk 
pink note were to enter, the whole secre 
would be betrayed. He therefore resolved to 
take refuge in another room, but Cacilie in her 
good-tempered malice addressed one question 
after another to him, so that he, without 
being rude, could not break off the con- 
versation very quickly. 

Then the door was opened again, and in 
elegant attire, her mocking little face en- 
framed in the ribbons of a pink bonnet, upon 
which was perched a small garden of roses, 
his sister-in-law Lori entered. 

Reising believed himself to have gone out 
of the frying-pan into the fire. 
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The two ladies greeted one another plea- 
^^ntly ; then Cacilie said, with meaning em- 
P^liasis — 

"But I fear I am disturbing you; my 
^Xfiter whom I expect, will seek me here ; I 
^^vnll go to meet her." 

And she took leave with a polite smile. 

" It is outrageous ! " cried Reising. 

" What, in the world ? " 

" She believes — no, I cannot say it ! " 

" Surely it is nothing dreadful." 

" Dreadful enough ! She thinks — it is as 
absurd as possible, but what does the world 
Hot believe — that you have made an assigna- 
tion with me here ! " 

" An assignation ; how so?" asked Lori, 
with a roguish smile. 

Reising now held the trumps in his hand ; 
he would not play the pink note yet. 

" Why should she have left us alone ? " 

"Well, a brother and sister-in-law have 
surely much to say that is not meant for any 
third person. Is it not so ? 
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She offered him her hand, which he grasj^ 
warmly. 

" But indeed, dear brother, what briip^ 
you here at this unwonted hour?" 

" I expect a friend, a young doctor — ^y 
do not know him, but he seems to have 1 
me in the lurch. But what brings you he 
then, my sister ? " 

" I also have invited a friend to meet m^ • 

" Whom in the world, then ? " 

" Well, dear brother, no one but yourself. ^ 

" But for heaven's sake, Lori — the pi 
note ? " 

" Came from me ! " 

" It is an unseemly jest," said Reising, 
angrily, " and it has already caused me dis- 
agreeable embarrassment ! " 

" It is no joke." 

*' But we can talk much more comfortably 
at home." 

" That is just what we canijot do ; Euphrasia 
listens to every word." 

" She is indeed jealous ! " 

" No, you do my good sister injustice. She 
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^^ >iot at all jealous, only avaricious, uncom- 
monly avaricious. That alone is why she 
I^^cps through the keyholes, and listens at 
^"^ery door; she is afraid you might in an 
^tiguarded moment open your sesame, and 
*Mat your treasures might also some day give 
l^leasures to others." 

Lori looked charming at that moment ; she 
Smiled so roguishly. Keising could not resist 
Squeezing her hand heartily once more. 

" I invited you to come here for this reason, 
that I have an important request to make to 
you. You must go with me now at once to 
Fraulein Sohle's boarding school ; it is only 
a few houses distant from here." 
" And what shall I do there ? " 
" Fraulein Sohle is about to retire, to give 
up her school and boarding house to some one 
else, and— I will be that some one." 
" You, Lori, you would leave us ? " 
" With a heavy heart, but it must be ; you 
have known my wish for long, but I could 
never talk it over quietly with you. I require 
some money for the good- will, about three 
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thousand dollars, not given, oh, on no accoiu 
— only lent upon ordinary interest, and 
this money I was about to ask you.'' 

Keising was not at all unwilling, but 
feared the opposition of his wife, who h 
the portfolio of the minister of financ 
affairs with sovereign power. 

" Euphrasia need know nothing about it> 
said Lori; "there are plenty of ways a 
means. Only a guarantee from you ; a 
banker would give me the money. Euphrasi 
may continue to rattle the keys of her cash — 
box just as usual. Is it not true, dear* 
Ferdinand?" 

Lorideemed the moment suitable for making 
the utmost use of the rights which their re- 
lationship permitted them ; she stroked her 
brother-in-law's bristly hair, and after a keen 
scrutinising survey of the lonely hall and a 
rapid glance at the door, she even pressed a 
hasty kiss upon his lips. 

Reising's mood was such — that for the 
charming girl he would have even bought 
Fraulein Sohle alao^ had she been a market- 
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commodity. A heretical thought took 
jssion of him ; he rejected it as worthy 
amnation, but still it arose again and 
, even although in pale colours. Had 
len, been blind in those days by the sea- 
Could Dr. Kuhl not give him better 
jel ? Was Lori not more graceful, more 
r than Euphrasia ? At that time he had 
hoice of the seven girls. He had then 
jht her too piquante for the wife of a 
6 professor ; how foolish ! Such tedious- 
reigns in a University lecture rooms 
n the drawing-rooms, that strong spices 
ceded to make life in any degree pala- 
, Lori was so piquante, so charming ; 
-too late ! 

ising passed his hand across his brow in 
• to chase away the impious dreams, 
irasia once for all was his wife — and the 
-J master said : " Everything real is 
mable ! " If only those diabolical sparks 
Dri's eyes did not flash with such peculiar 

We will do a piece of business together," 
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said she, " and therefore we must proceed ^ 
a business-like manner. You shall conviiv*^ 
yourself that the institution flourishes ; jC^ 
shall learn her conditions personally fro ^ 
Fniulein Sohle." ^, 

" But what will Euphrasia say if I remai 
away so long ? " 

" Nothing, and she usually says nothin 
even when she seems to say anything, 
mean when she reproaches you, she does no^"' ^^ 
mean it seriously. You can indulge in muc^ ^ 
greater freedom than formerly ; she will gladl ^V 
reconcile herself to it, only you must lesLV ^ 
her in the belief that not a penny disappear '-^ 
from your funds without her knowledge. Yo"ii 
will come, will you not ? " 

'' If you insist upon it." 

" And then we will return here ; we will 
have ink and paper brought to us, and you 
will write the guarantee, will you not, dear, 
good friend ? " 

She clung to his arm, and he sealed the 
agreement with a brother-in-law's kiss. 

Fraulein Sohle had rented two Stages of a 
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^ge house for her educational establisliment ; 
the upper storey were the boarders' rooms, 
the lovrer one the schoolrooms, the re- 
ption and conference apartments. 
Several teachers and pupils were going out 
d in. Reising remarked en passant that 
>ri returned their greetings with a certain 
ndescension, and these greetings were 
Tj polite — she was already looked upon as 
tare mistress, and felt herself to be such, 
le little creature could assume very dicta- 
rial manners. 

Fraulein Sohle received her and Reising in 
r drawing-room. She was a lady of im- 
sing stature, but astoundingly thin and so 
Drt- sighted that without very strong spec- 
jles she should have mistaken all her pupils 
len quite close to her. Lori's principal object 
s by means of her brother-in-law, who was 
own to be rich, to represent herself to 
slulein Sohle as a lady of fortune. Fraulein 
hie respected that motive, and received her 
day with peculiar politeness. 
•*I will conduct you through all the apart- 

WL. If. Q, 



226 WITHERED LEAVES. 

ments, but the spirit of my institution you 
must also learn. The rooms are a little con- 
fined ; one must do the best one can in a 
town. But as far as the spirit is concerned, 
I may surely say that on the wings of freedom 
it soars above the commonplace into the 
atmosphere of most refined cultivation. Look 
at the daughters of the educated classes in 
our town ; they quite fulfil the name which 
it enjoys as the beacon of the East. And 
this, to a great extent, is my humble merit. 
My pupils interest themselves in every 
question of life ; I have awakened the feeling 
for it within them. Enlightenment — no ob- 
scurity — is my watchword. There must be 
no veil for the mind." 

The mistress commenced her round with 
her guests. At that moment one of the 
lower classes was rushing out for a few 
moments to enjoy the fresh air in the garden, 
which consisted of a small patch of gravel 
and an arbour. 

It was a wild troop that clattered down 
the stairs, and did not %»llow itself to be dis- 
turbed by Tra\x\em ^o\^^' ^ otv^^. 
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**I will keep better order," said Lori 
*^oftIy, but with decision, to her companion. 

Krst the rooms of the pupils were sub- 
J^cted to inspection; they were not inele- 
gantly furnished, but small, and considerable 
disorder reigned within them. Several of the 
^Ader fair creatures had used their beds for 
^ short afternoon nap ; cushions and coverlets 
^ere therefore in a chaotic condition, and the 
^anblems of future rule, the little slippers, 
lay isolated about the room, just as they had 
i)een thrown from the tiny feet. 

Here and there upon writing tables lay 
open books, which were treated by Fraulein 
Sohle with much discretion, while Lori cast 
her eyes coolly upon the essays, and pre- 
tended to discover from the superscriptions 
of letters which were begun, that there must 
be several cousins in the school, who were 
on friendly terms with absent ones, and she 
was touched at the assurances of affection 
that prevailed between these loving relatives. 
Upon one table Lori even espied a glove, 
which upon most scientific examinatioa and 
measurement she pronounced to \)e a ^evi^^- 
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man's whicli had come there by some mis- 
take. Any lady 9,t least to whom such a 
glove belonged might have exhibited herself 
amongst female giants at a fair. All theS^ 
discoveries she imparted confidentially to h^^ 
brother-in-law. 

Fraulein Sohle extolled the improving pr^' 
vate reading of her young ladies, and point^^ 
to Schiller, Herder and the "Hours of DevC^' 
tion," which looked down, in elegant bin^* 
ings, from small, hanging book-shelves. 

" Fendlon," too, and other French writing* 
of honourable renown, stood side by sid( 



But Lori, with her talent for research, tha- 



would have especially qualified her fo: 
archaeological unearthings, discovered amongs' 
some fine needlework and knitting material^^ 
less elegant books from a circulating library ^ 
Amongst them were " The Sorrows of ^^ 
Prince's Aspasia," " The Student and th^^ 
Pin," "The Fatal Wanderings of Knigh** 
Hugo von Schauerthal." 

One young lady, who studied French witli 
peculiar zeal, \ia3L ^. volume of "Paul de I 
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^ock" lying beside "George Sand" under 
ier embroidery frame, upon wliicli a Madonna 
^th the Holy Child was being laboriously 
forked in many wools. 

Only in one single room did the greatest 
cleanliness and order prevail. While in the 
otters isolated articles of the wardrobe, both 
^'iose which were destined for the brilliance 
^* publicity as well as many for the comfort 
^* Cosy neglige^ had fled from the cupboards 
^^ various nails upon the walls, no such de- 
^^rter was bunched out here on door and 
^all, barring the passage ; slippers stood side 
^y side as if united in holy bonds, only select 
^lassies occupied the book-shelves, no for- 
bidden wares were littered upon those tables. 
Lori was annoyed at orderlijaess with 
Vhich she could find no fault, and only re- 
gained her composure upon hearing Fraulein 
Sohle's explanation that this was her own 
private room. 

The class and schoolrooms were next 
visited. In the first one the Grerman essays 
were given back; a moustachioed master, 
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Kuhl assented ! The supper with hi& 
mother and the two Fraulein von Dornau 
passed off most cheerfully. Olga, as yet, 
knew nothing of Cacilie's desperate resolu- 
tion ; she looked upon her sister as Wegen's 
bride, and,- therefore, was in a most happy 
mood — the champagne stirred ber blood to 
flow more briskly — she even made some droU 
remarks. But Cacilie sparkled with intellept, 
and developed such bold theories, that Paul 
delightedly followed her dizzy flight. 

On the following day, Wegen looked out 
of the window of his hotel. It was a cold 
day, but he must inhale fresh air — his heart 
was too full. He had put on a fur cap, and 
defied the ' rough wind that coloured hi& 
cheeks more deeply. 

Suddenly the sound of horses' hoofs re- 
sounded on the pavement — a lady and gentle- 
man riding ! How proudly the slender lady 
sat, allowing her black horse to curvet! 
Wegen had at once recognised the gentleman 
to be Dr. Kuhl ! But the lady — did his 
eyes deceive him ? Had the wind dazzled 
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®^ercise his pupils in manoeuvring ; slie had 
^^ly described his cloak, his entire uniform 
^th sword and carbine ; for the rest of the 
Portrait the tutor himself had sat, and she 
*^ad not neglected to expatiate upon the war- 
like fire that flashed in the eye of the officer 
^nd his imposing moustache. 

Sophie was sharply reprimanded on account 
of that unseemly representation ! she had 
gained no elevating ideas from the Lieu- 
tenant, and, besides, had described him in 
Tery clumsy style. It was, said the master, a 
.veritable hurdle-race, over fences and ditches, 
in which the German language must break its 
legs and arms. 

The master pleased Lori. She should not 
dismiss him on any account. By means of 
this very fanciful theme that he had selected, 
he would bring the pupils to a clear con- 
sciousness of a feeling of propriety. 

History was being taught in the second 
class ; the teacher was a girl not much older 
than her pupils, with a face like painted 
china, and full of painfully stiff dignity. 
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She was examining the girls about the 
Seven Years' War, and utter strategic em- 
barrassment was displayed. The Austrians 
were beaten at Rossbach, the French at 
Zorndorf. As regards the dates hopeless 
confusion prevailed, which was shared by the 
teacher, who was deprived of her self-posses- 
sion by the visitors, and at last it was unani- 
mously decided, with her silent consent, to 
transpose the peace of Hubertusburg to a 
period in which Frederick the Great was only 
preparing for war. 

Fraulein Sohle considered it advisable to 
interfere so as to reduce Frederick the Great's 
affairs to something like order. However, 
she could not even provide any proper place 
for the battle of Kunersdorf, and wandered 
vainly from one date to another. 

The third class was in a state of complete 
anarchy; the teacher had been obliged to 
send an apology for her absence on account 
of violent toothache, but that message had 
not reached Fraulein Sohle. 

Miss Sourland, a little English girl, had 
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assumed tlie lecturer's seat, and parodied the 
^^cLer's English in so comical a manner that 
^U the girls crowded round her with peals of 
/^^ghter; she was at that moment engaged 
■^^ "Uttering some guttural tones when Frau- 
^^tx Sohle's appearance interrupted the merry 

This lady inflicted some punishment task 
^Pon the class, but then let it return home. 

Lori made a note of the name of the prin- 
cipal culprit; she considered a black book 
indispensable, so that the mistress of a school 
could at Qnce detect the black sheep in every 
class. 

At heart, nevertheless, she felt sympathy 
with the girl, and acknowledged to herself 
that in a similar case she should have been 
just as wild as the red-haired islander. 

They inspected the lower classes, where 
the young curly-headed creatures were strug- 
gling with the alphabet and the four first rules 
of arithmetic, and at the same indulged in 
various surreptitious acts of naughtiness, 
which did not escape Lori's sharp vision. In 
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the fifth they were alarmed by a window blind 
descending impetuously ; the young teacher 
complained of this often recurring mishap^ 
which was so trying to her nerves ; Fraulein 
Sohle promised her intervention, but Lori 
had immediately perceived that it was owing 
to no chance but to some misdemeanour, and 
that the little wild creatures fastened the 
string so loosely before the commencement 
of the lesson, that by the least shake, the 
monster should rattle down with its heavy 
rod.' 

The head of the establishment expatiated 
upon all its advantages once more in the con- 
ference-room — she drew attention to the 
proper behaviour of the young ladies in the 
upper classes, which was peculiarly her work ; 
all were fitted to appear at Court, and would 
pass brilliantly through the ordeal. Etiquette^ 
indeed, was the principal thing ; the whole 
world rests upon it ; remove it, and we should 
see what is left. People would do away with 
the laced bodice — ^how foolish ! Without it 
there would be no truly seemly carriage. 
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^ne would not permit one of her young ladies 

^ Come without it. A sensation of control 

• 

^® necessary to all mankind, but especially 

^ all young girls ; it is the guarantee of pro- 

P^ety. Decorum is a species of control ; it 

"^^ Xauch more comfortable not to be decorous ; 

^^d also as to French, she still maintained 

^tie old views, although she was a good 

German. But girls are born without logic, 

^kxey must learn to think in succinct manner. 

^he French language teaches this, tolerating 

^o fancifulness. Besides it is the language 

for what is unavoidable, for what in German 

'v^ould be a stumbling block can be glided 

over easily in French. 

After this exposition, Fraulein Sohle brought 
out her books, went over her affairs, her in- 
comings and outgoings, and stated her terms. 
Lori examined all ; Professor Reising yawned, 
at last all was found to be acceptable. Lori 
conducted her brother-in-law back to the con- 
fectioner's, where he signed the guarantee, 
but after that he could endure it no longer, 
and hastened home, where doubtlessly 
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Euphrasia had been already long expecting 
him. 

Lori in the consciousness of a triumph 
gained, enjoyed supreme complacency; she 
drank iced punch, and eat cakes and marzipan 
to her heart's content; she felt raised above 
the storms of life ; she had attained a desired 
object, but mahcious chance ordained that the 
two gentlemen, Von Blanden and Wegen, 
should enter at that moment. Lori's exalted 
frame of mind collapsed suddenly, a new but 
unattained and perhaps unattainable aim 
stood before her. This made her sad, all 
human efforts possess a sad false flavour. 
All the worry of the school suddenly rose 
before her — how different if she made a 
rich match, married a Herr von Blanden! 
How the whole grand establishment with the 
golden-haired English girl, and the attractive 
moustachioed master, faded before this pros- 
pect ! The paper in her hand, her brother-in- 
law's guarantee, suddenly lost all charm; 
she crumpled the note while indulging in 
idle thought. 



IN THE BOARDING SCHOOL. 237 

HeiT von Blanden could not overlook her ; 
^transfiguring radiance from her pink hat 
"was shed throughout the confectioner's room ; 
s,nyone who saw her must remember the 
"Verse by Riickert — 

" When the rose adorns herself, 
Then she eke adorns the garden." 

In truth Herr von Blanden had recognised 
and gone up to her ; she manifested all her 
sweetness in order to attract him. 

" Do you ever attend the theatre, Herr 
von Blanden ? Signora Bollini — not bad, 
only her voice is a little 'passee^ 

Wegen, who had also drawn near, smiled 
awkwardly. 

" But sit down, gentlemen I She is beautiful, 
that one must allow ; but it is a different 
kind of beauty from that which grows wild 
with us. Do you like that sun-burnt com- 
plexion, those dark eyes, that excessively 
brunette appearance? The profile has been 
stolen out of the picture galleries of the 
Capitol, it is fitted for an atelier." 

Wegen concurred entirely, while Blanden 
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Blanden could not avoid expressing his 

X>leasure thereat, but it was done moderately 

enough, despite the winning proofs of her 

•Sweetness which the young lady had given 

lim. 

" I consider the company intolerable," 
-continued Lori, unabashed and triumphantly, 
"** the bass voice possesses an original power 
of bass, like the drunken Schmerbauch, with 
the bald pate, in Auerbach's cellar ; the tenor 
lives on chronic bad terms with his high 
notes, he always jumps into the air as it were 
at them, like a dog at a bone ; the souhrette 
is so terribly pretty, that her little voice even 
seems to chirp I and the management — did 
you see the Wolfs-schlacht lately in the 
* Freischiitz ? ' Is there a sweeter bit of 
country in which fire-works can be let off ? " 

"You exercise sharp criticism, my Fraulein," 
said Herr von Wegen. 

Blanden observed strict silence, the fortress 
was now fired upon with red-hot balls. 

** My brother-in-law is very sorry that you 
do not visit him, Herr von Blanden, and my 
sister also; she takes a lively inteT^^^iYsi^^xiL^ 
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^^ly return here in some few weeks' time 

*^ ^n to remain during the entire season. 

** It is perhaps well,"- said Blanden to 

^gen, whom he had initiated into the secret 

* lais newly awakened passion, " that I have 

^^^ure, far aloof from the bustle which 

F^^X^vades the town and theatrical life, to 



inline in perfect quiet whether the new 
^t^^rm to which I have succumbed could be 



^judicial to me ? I am taking up an old 
^^ venture, it is the world which I cannot 
^^st off. At any rate, it is not innocence 

^liich I can for a second time drag to a 

^earful doom." 

» 

" And are you in earnest about it ? " asked 
Wegen. 

" If I shall not bury myself in my solitude, 
if I would live again, it must be, or become 
earnest with me. First I will examine my 
own feelings, and then the love and character 
of the beautiful woman who once again with 
her snares enters into my life." 

" I advise you to examine all carefully," 
said Wegen. 

VOL. n. ^ 
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" That will I, but without social prejudice 
my happiness does not depend upon th( 
world ; but how are you getting on ? Cacilii 
has returned from her ItaUan journey ; I hav^^ 
just seen her." 

Wegen looked at his cup of chocolate with^ 
a certain amount of embarrassment. 

" You have surely been refused ? " said^ 
Blanden. 

" Oh, no, not so, but — " said Wegen, dis^ — 
consolately. 

" Well, at least you have had time to con-^ 
sider it well." • 

" You know that previously to the Italian 
journey, Cacilie was with a friend, a lady Who 
owns property in our neighbourhood. I 
visited her frequently, my mother and sister 
also made her acquaintance. She was con- 
sidered to be a marvel of cleverness, with 
whom every lady in the district felt uncom- 
fortable ; they could not be cordial to her, 
,«he had no feelings. That was the com- 
mencement, my mother and sister joined in 
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^ Yerdict. I stood alone with my good 
opinion of the girl." 

** Which you defended stoutly, though ? " 
** Oh yes, I did not allow myself to be in- 
_7^^xdated: but it became much worse, 
^^ports arrived of Cacilie's connection with 
^* Kuhl, who it is to be hoped is better 
^^n his reputation — you know from personal 
^^perience how lively imagination is in the 
"^ovince, and how busy it is with everything 
^tixisual. That which it must forego it 
Points in glowing colours. Cacilie appeared 
^^ a light, as though she were sitting amidst 
^femal sulphurous vapour. In several places, 
on her account, people broke off their acquaint- 
ance with her friend, my mother and sister 
would not know her either ; if at first they 
had -only counselled me against her, now they 
condemned my affection ; T appeared like the 
prodigal son, a part for which I possess but 
Httle talent.'' 

"I pity you, your happy mood had dis- 
appeared at that time ; I noticed it, but you 
never told me the cause." 
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" I was SO uncertain myself, tliat I spok 
to no one about it. Cacilie's friend mean — « 
while travelled to Italy, a journey which IxeC 
doctor had recommended to her. Cacili^- 
accompanied her. Now after eighteen months 
she has returned." 

" And now you have had time enough for" ^ 
reflection." 

" Yes, if reflection only made one wiser 
Sometimes one becomes more stupid from it 
I know as little to-day, as I did a year and =- 
half ago, what I shall do or leave undone." 

" Do you love Cacilie ? " 

" I almost believe it would be hard for m— 
to live without her. As to her culinary know***' 
ledge, certainly I have some hesitation." 

" If you love, do not trouble yourself eithe'::^ 
about her cooking powers or the gossip o ^ 
your neighbours ; that is my well-mean 
advice. Only one thing weigh well, she is 
very clever girl, clever in all excepting hef 
own affairs, otherwise she would not have 
been so reckless of her reputation. But a 
clever woman is always dangerous. If you 
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not afraid of one, take your hat and pro- 

to her — ^you have my blessing." 

IBlanden went to prepare for his homeward 

3 ^^xirney. Wegen remained behind, his head 

testing upon his hand, overcome with con- 

-oting thoughts and resolutions. 
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CHAPTER X. 



THE SISTEES. 

The two Praulein Dornau, with their mother^ 
occupied the first floor of a small house in 
the suburbs ; it was a very modest dwellings 
cramped, with low windows. The paper in 
the reception-room, whose silver had gradually 
faded completely, while some of the showy 
purple strips which gave a gorgeous appear- 
ance to the tiny space between ceiling and 
floor, had become loose above or below, and 
played about freely in any chance current of 
air. 

The sofa had enveloped itself shamefacedly 
in the sister's artistic crochet work, seat back 
and side cushioTia ^ere covered with every 
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variety of imaginary figures and arabesques. 
The venerable piece of furniture beneath 
would have disclosed a most deteriorated 
colour to the light of the sun, and the mar- 
vellous pliability of its stuffing inspired all 
who were obliged to seat themselves upon 
the place of honour with sudden terror. 

The pride of the room was a writing desk 
of mahogany. It is well known that that 
wood possesses the same quality as good wine 
and good poetry, that its merits increase the 
older it becomes. The secretaire did indeed 
gleam in darkest brilliancy, it was only to be 
regretted that the effect of this show piece 
was sadly dimmed by several cracks in the 
wood, by one foot which had thoughtlessly 
loosened its connection with the organism of 
the whole, and from its crooked posture had 
given a sloping inclination to the desk, and 
by several ornamentations being broken off, 
which instead of forming the crown of the 
work, lay in melancholy ruins upon its summit. 

The Dornau family was not blind to the 
shady side of its domestic arrangements; 
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for many years these had been the subject of 
daily conversation ; the necessity to send for 
the cabinet-maker and paperer was often dis- 
cussed over the morning coffee, but always 
forgotten again under the pressure of cir- 
cumstances. Sometimes the condition of 
their financial affairs did not permit of any 
extraordinary outlay. 

The reception-room was merely divided by 
a curtain from the young ladies' boudoir^ 
which left nothing to be wished for as regards 
cosiness, and only contained one little arm 
chair and two book shelves. The owners 
were therefore generally to be found in the 
front or reception-room, which served also as 
dining and work-room. 

Thus they sat again to-day at a work-table, 
and looked into the street. Frau Domau 
was busy in the kitchen. 

" You have told me but little of Italy so 
far," said Olga. ^' You are very sparing with 
your communications." 

'' Everything can be found in guide-books," 
replied Cacilie. 
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** But where were you after you left Nice ? 
Our correspondence at that time came to a 
standstill for several months." 

" Everywhere, in Florence, Rome and 
Naples." 

"Did you see the Pope, and eat maccaroni?" 

" The Pope, yes, at the feast of Corpus 
Christij when he bears upon his back a 
gigantic sun which shines upon his mounted 
guardia nohile.^^ 

" And the maccaroni ? " 

" A horrible thing ! Wearisome as is every- 
thing interminable ! It is difficult to eat 
it gracefully." 

After a pause, Olga said — 

" Poor Wegen ! He must have wearied 
for you ? Have you not written to one 
another ? " 

" No," replied Cacilie, coolly. " I do not 
believe in his love ; daily it became more 
timid — any true lover has courage. He let 
himself be bullied by his aunts and cousins, 
whom I pleased but little." 

" Such a good match," said Olga ; " a 
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pleasant, good-hearted man. It would b( 

pity ! " 

"You would like to have me marriec 
said Cacilie, while she threaded a nee( 
" You have your reasons for it." 

" But, sister—" 

" It is the best plan to get me out of 
way ; you, meanwhile, have had time to 
Paul's heart exclusively for yourself." 

" That is not the case ! Why, you knov^^ 
his theories." 

" Theories ? Dear child ! you do not escape 
me thus ! People are consistent in theory, 
but inconsistent in practice. Theories are 
for holidays, but for work-days a compromise 
exists. Men would be great thinkers, original 
geniuses ; everything in the world has been 
thought of once already; people seek for a 
truth, which at least appears to be new, and 
prosecute it to the uttermost. This daring 
fills one with horror. In the world, however, 
provision is made against trees growing into 
the sky, and the lords of creation are not so 
stupid as to let their cleverness cause them 
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^ do anything inconvenient.- They declare 
^*ie impossible to be the law of the universe ; 
"^ life they content themselves -with the most 
I^^cticable possibilities. Our mutual friend 
^So is merely a Titan in his hours of leisure ; 
^lien he cannot storm heaven Tvifch his hundred 
^^^Ins, he contents himself with two, with 
^tich to caress one single sweetheart." 

" But we do not need to complain that he 
tlas become faithless to his theories." 

" Towards me he was cool enough at our 
last meeting; a temperature in which at 

^ost the snowdrops of friendship flourish. 

The hot-house warmth for the marvellous 

flowers of passion he seems to reserve for 

you." 

" But I can assure you, sister, he is just as 
he was.'* 

" But only towards you he is so ; T was 
foolish to remain so long away. I know, 
though, you are a coquette." 

" Sister," cried Olga, while she gave an 
angry push to the work-table, so that it 
threatened to lose its equilibrium. 
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" I do not reproach you ; it lies in your 
nature. You are an elementary being ; you 
need life and pleasure, like a hundred thousand 
creatures between heaven and earth. Wherever 
you scent anything of the kind, you make 
bigger eyes than you possess naturally, and 
force aside everything that obstructs your 
path." 

" I am no longer so foolish as I was 
formerly. Paul has lent me many books ; I 
have educated myself, and you need not 
assume a tone of superiority towards me. 
Talk to me of what you will, of the Saint 
Simonites, of the nature of Christianity, of 
George Sand, of LaBlia and Pulcheria, of 
National Assemblies — I am ready. * I think 
slowly,' says Paul, * but I retain all firmly.' 
And you believe that I am still such a child of 
nature as formerly ! But I am not coquettish, 
only ask Paul ; he thinks I am too little so. I 
always show myself as I am ; I am a nature 
clear as crystal, but too transparent. You 
call me coquettish ? It is dreadful ! " 

Cacilie sought to api^eaae her sister — 
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" But, dear child, it is no insult ! Who 
would not be coquettish ? I am so ! We 
only wish to please; it is required of us. 
We are forced to wish it. Without coquet- 
tishness we should be left sitting still at balls 
and through life, and we should not even be 
enabled to fulfil those serious duties of which 
so much is said to us." 

Olga was soon pacified ; the sisters kissed 
each other across the work-table, and glances 
of mutual affection passed between them. 

Then the door bell was rung; Frau von 
Domau, in her cooking apron and nightcap, 
which she thought was indispensable as a 
protection against the draught of the kitchen, 
rushed in to announce Herr von Wegen, who 
wished to speak to Cacilie. Frau von Dornau 
was in a state of great perturbation; she 
was ashamed of the costume in which she 
had been surprised, and the strange gentle- 
man looked so festive. If her sight had 
not deceived, her, he carried a bouquet of 
flowers in his hand. Olga disappeared 
behind the portihre ; her mother, who had 
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hastily thrown on a bright-coloured shawl, 
admitted the gentleman, and then repaired 
to her cooking utensils. Herr von Wegen 
appeared, smiKng pleasantly; he had sum- 
moned all the graces to his toilet, his fair 
little moustache was daintily curled, the 
colour in his cheeks seemed fresher than usual, 
even his hair, the contemplation of which in 
the mirror had filled him with well justified 
melancholy, was so artistically arranged and 
disposed, that a superficial glance did not 
perceive the sad deficiency which was con- 
cealed beneath the adroit grouping of the 
meagre supply. 

The cross of the Order of St. John adorned 
his coat, and with his gloves, of the verdant 
colour of hope, he held a bunch of camellias, 
trumpet flowers and other hot-house plants, 
amongst which also a few half frozen asters 
from the autumnal beds had been mingled. 

"My Fraulein," said he, "I bid you 
heartily welcome to your home ; may these 
flowers, at least, remind you of the beautiful 
south." 
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Cacilie accepted the flowers, while express- 
ing her thanks. 

" And may you, at the same time, see in 
thera a greeting of old friendship ; I cannot 
make a long speech, Fraulein, but I bid you 
welcome once more." 

These effusions of Wegen's heart met with 
slight encouragement; the young lady, usually 
so loquacious, could not find a word this time, 
and silently awaited that which was to come. 

" You know, my Fraulein, that I am your 
true friend ; we played and danced together- 
even in Neukuhren, those were delightful 
days at the sea-side. How charming, too, 
was the dance under the pear tree ! We 
spoke of many things there ; I have not for- 
gotten them. And again in Masuren ! How 
every day on which I could see and speak to 
you, made me glad." 

" That pleasure was not shared by your 
people," replied Cacilie, with cold reserve. 

"You are mistaken," said Wegen, losing 
somewhat of his self-possession. 

" Indeed, altogether, I did not feel com- 
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fortable there, people did not understand 
I felt as if I did not belong to that circle." 

" That is to be regretted," said Weg 
sighing. 

" Regretted ? The world is large enougf/ 
Herr von Wegen, some little sunny spot cai 
always be found. I do not love the shade^ 
least of all that in which I am placed." 

''When I said to be regretted, I was 
thinking of myself, of my hopes and wishes 
— yes, the object of my visit to-day. Indeed, 
Fraulein, I could wish that Masuren might 
become your second home, and that you 
should feel, not only comfortable, but also 
happy in it. You know the pleasant house 
there beneath the shade of the lime trees — 
no castle such as Kulmitten, but in summer 
buried amongst flowers — the cosy garden 
behind — thither I should like to conduct 
you, there I would prepare you a comfort- 
able place for life, if you desire it, Cacilie,. 
because I love you, and beseech you to give 
me your hand ! " 

Now Wegen. had become warm, tears stood 
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"^^ his eyes, he had risen, and with real 
^^*^otion had stretched out his hand to 
^^cilie, who hesitatingly and cautiously placed 
^^Ts within it. Olga could not suppress a 
flight coughing fit behind the portiere ; it was 
^ nervous cough, consequent upon sudden 
Agitation. , 

" Will you be mine ? I will cherish you all 
'Hay life,'* continued Wegen, with overflowing 
fervour, " no one will dare to wound you ; 
liere and there they might, perhaps, gaze 
\nth unloving looks upon the strange girl who 
came into the country, but my wife will be 

4 

respected and honoured, and all will meef her 
lovingly when she bears my name. That is 
one consideration which might make you 
doubtful, it is groundless, I assure you — 
and as regards the other, I see that you still 
are doubtful ; well, I am no genius, no such 
promise was made by my cradle, I bow before 
your intellect, but would it not belong to me 
alsa, when we are one for life ? I, however, 
possess sound common sense ; I am a District 
Deputy, people have confidence in me, in iny 

VOL. II. s 
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bead, otherwise they would not select me fo 
the post. Blanden, too, is my friend, and he 
is a genius. Tell me who your friends are — 
enough, that is a secondary matter ! The 
principal one is that my heart is honest, and 
that I love you. They praise my model 
management in the district, but the real 
model management will then be found, not in 
the fields and stalls, but in my house." 

" You honour me by your offer,** said 
Cacilie, " it comes most unexpectedly upon 
me. Certainly there was a time when I was 
more prepared for it than I am just now." 

" Do not be angry with me that I hesitated 
formerly, that I let you go away; I never* 
wavered in my love, because whatsoever 
takes root in my mind has a firm foundatioD. 
I only wavered in my belief in the happiness 
that I could bring to you, such contradic- 
tions hovered in the air, and I became timid 
simply because I loved you. It is different 
now ; I have shaken off all doubt, I feel the 
power within me to make you happy. And 
if there be underwood that blocks our path, 
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■*- shall have the whole forest thinned or cut 
^o^n, so truly as my name is Wegen. Will 
-J^Oii be mine, dear Cacilie ? " 

*' First take my hand in token of my thanks 

^Xid true friendship. But then grant me time 

*Or reflection, even if it only be for a few 

^ays. I, too, must see all quite clearly, and 

^^ me, also, everything wavering must become 

^Tm. You are sure of my hearty affection, 

^nd to which ever decision I may come, rest 

Assured that I shall always count this day 

Amongst the most beautiful in my life." 

Wegen asked when he might come for her 
answer : Cacilie would give it him in two 
days' time. He rose with downcast air ; he 
had hoped, at least, this time to receive a 
kiss as a trophy of victory. And how polite 
and amiable, but how little cordial was all 
that Cacilie said to him ; how differently had 
he painted the meeting with his beloved one, 
as he ascended the stairs ! Then, after his 
declaration, she had melted into tears, she 
bad fallen upon his neck, she, too, had told 
liiTn that she bad already loved him for long. 
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and could not live without him, then, for the 
first time, he had been permitted to press her 
passionately against his heart ! 

The slight outlines of this imaginary 
picture still stood before his mind ; but how 
totally differently this meeting had passed 
off! No acquiescence, no loving effusions, 
no moment of sweet self-forgetfulness. 
Friendly, but distantly she stood before 
him; certainly as desirable, as charming 
as ever ! Even in the more comfortable 
house attire, her slender figure was so 
seductively displayed ; the polite smile upon 
her lips, the animated glance of her clever 
eyes, that supple fascination in her whole 
person, Wegen would have deemed himself 
to be the most felicitous of mortals if it had 
been vouchsafed to him to receive the word 
of assent from that delicate fairy who seemed 
to glide through life with elf-like steps, the 
assenting word which should give her to him 
as his own for evermore. Instead, however, 
he must take up his hat and collect all his 
emotions in one friendly shake of the hand, 
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tiut he consoled himself with the thought that 

it must be hard for a girl to utter the decisive 

"vrord, that from shyness and shamefaced- 

Xiess, she would prefer to entrust it first to a 

little scented note, and would then be able to 

let the unavoidable consequences of a declara- 

iiion of love flow over herself with more 

mental composure. It is true that an inner 

voice told him again and again, as he 

descended the stairs, that in reality Cacilie 

had no girlish modesty about her — and his 

grounds of consolation were scattered again 

outside like faded leaves in a November 

wind. 

Wegen had barely left the room before 
Olga stepped forth from behind the curtain, 
and folded her sister to her heart amid warm 
felicitations. The mother, too, whom Olga's 
powerful voice had intelligibly informed of 
the joyful event, was too happy at the 
offer. 

"You dispose of me too quickly," said 
Cacilie, drawing back ; " it needs mature con- 
sideration first." 
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And she seated herself in the causeuse db 
her boudoir, her head propped upon her ar^rin ; 
sometimes gazing out upon the trees of 
the Philosopher's dyke, tossed about ai^^^ 
stripped of their leaves by a ruthless nor'^^ 
wind. 

Olga and her mother did not disturb h^^ 
in her silent reflections, which were, howeve^^ ' 
of a very different nature from what tV 
former imagined. Her mother, with a heav^^^' 
heart, was already thinking of the outfits 
Olga was touched by the handsome man' 
kindliness and goodness, which were visible in 
every one of his words. Cacilie was unmoved 
by these advantages. The language of t 
heart, of homely feeling, was not adapted fo 
her ; she merely looked upon Wegen as 
figure upon the chess-board, with whom s 
could make a good move. 

Towards evening Olga announced that sh^ 
should visit her friend Minna, the daughter o 
the Kanzleirath; half-an-hour later Cacilie 
informed her mother that she wished to 
breathe the fresli air, and should enquire after 
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Major Bern's youngest child, who was 
seriously ill. 

That evening Dr. Kuhl was sitting in his 
laboratory, a vaulted apartment with barred 
windows, only one door communicating be- 
tween it and his study. His mother, a widow 
)f ample means, owned the house, and, after 
lis father's death, he had fitted it up com- 
fortably in his own way. His mother allowed 
bim perfect liberty, she humoured all his 
Bvhims and fancies, even when she did not 
ipprove of them and when they could 
lot be brought into unison with social forms. 
To conduct an intrigue for her Paul, in per- 
fect secrecy, gave her intense satisfaction, 
md it was not to be wondered at that her 
;on, by means of these principles of educa- 
ion, attained such singularity that he was 
wrought, more or less, into evil repute in 

5very circle. 

* 

There he sat now, amidst crucibles, retorts, 
)ottles and tubes ; here were covered utensils, 
leated over little lamps, there others stood 
)pen, so that he might watch the process of 
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decomposition which the oxygen in the air 
calls forth in its contact with other gases. 

The Doctor had just blown into the blow- 
pipe, and laid it aside. The blow-pipe, 
thought he to himself, plays a still greater 
part in the world than it does here in the 
laboratory. How many flames, which burned 
upwards to the sky, has it not blown back, 
until they crept away upon the ground ! 
And in all ages the sycophants of a State, and 
the false teachers of mankind, have blown 
their ruinous breath upon nations through 
the blow-pipe of egotism. 

He went up to a retort and observed how 
in the process of heating two matters lost the 
unity of their elements, exchanged their con- 
stitutional parts with one another, so that, 
in consequence of this flow and dissolution,* 
two other quite different combinations ensued. 

" Those fatal elective alBBnities," said he to 
himself, " what evil have they not caused in 
the world ! How can one apply the laws of 
dead nature to the human heart ? As if two 
were the decisive numbers for it ; although, 
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however, Hindoostan's gods already formed a 
trmne Trimurti, as if, at the accession of a 
*Wrd, the one must fly this, the other that 
^ay, instead of remaining together in one 
"beautiful league. What does it matter to us 
^* chloride and lead, hydrogen and oxygen, 
^eek and find one another, whether they 
^eet as oxyde of lead and chlorate of hydro- 
gen? How can any one wish to rule the 
luman heart according to this freak of 
nature ? Our great poets are the most 
-dangerous enemies of freedom of the heart, 
and of a glorious love in common." 

Then the Doctor watched two utensils, in 
which, by a peculiar process, he sought to 
condense and harden carbon; he flattered 
himself with the hope of being able thus to 
obtain diamonds ; but never was the result 
attained which his experiments should have 
given him. He consoled himself with a general 
observation. The hard coal becomes a 
diamond ; strength of character alone creates 
great men, the sparkling jewels of mankind, 
but how seldom this process succeeds. Coal 
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remains coal — with it the furnace only can be- 
lighted. 

While contemplating the immature dia- 
monds, with a hopeless gaze, he heard his 
mother's voice in the study — 

" Where is the youngster, then ? " and she 
soon entered the laboratory, leading Olga by 
the hand. " Here is a lady visitor, dear 
Paul ! Entertain Olga a short time, I will 
prepare a little supper for our dear guest." 

"Fraulein von Dornau ventured boldly 
into the chemical atelier, where everywhere, 
right and left, as upon the Pharsalian fields 
in the classical Walpurgis night, little flames 
glowed, certainly not fairy-like will-o'-the-^ 



wisps, but little altar flames in the sacred 
temple of knowledge. 

Paul greeted her warmly, causing a glass, 
to lose its balance and be scattered in pieces^ 

" Sit down, Olga," said Paul, " wecantallc 
here a little." 

And he cleared a place for her upon a 
bench. 

" Do not be afraid of this chattering work- 
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shop that talks of all the secrets of Nature. 
Do not be afraid of that which the elements 
tell, and if the gases and vapours of this 
vitch's kitchen are not so sweet as the aro- 
matic forest perfumes, it is yet just as mucli 
the breath of mother Nature, who here in- 
hales it in somewhat deeper draughts than 
without in wood and field." 

Olga coughed slightly, because the sulphur- 
ous vapour oppressed her chest. 

" I have only to produce ozone out of 
these fugitive oils. Ozone — I rave about it ; 
it is the genus of oxygen. Where it refuses 
the power of attraction to the latter, ozone 
can still work. That is the higher spirit ot 
life ! All passion is ozone ; it is my ele- 
ment ! " 

Olga, who had noticed that Paul was fond 
of imparting instruction, enquired as to the 
origin and nature of ozone, and in return, 
after a lengthy explanation, received praise 
for her daily augmenting thirst for know- 
ledge. 

After the close of the lecture, and when 
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several more experiments liad taken place, 
Kuhl conducted his visitor into the study. 

'* I have something important to tell you, 
said Olga, able to breathe once more in the 
airy room, the walls of which were covered 
with high bookcases reaching to the ceiling. 

■** Gro on," replied Paul, *' one knows be- 
forehand what seems important to you women; 
as a rule, tliey are the most insignificant 
matters in the world." 

" Not this — it concerns us all — you, too. 

" Tell it me, then." 

" Cacilie, my sister Cacilie — " 

" What about her ? " 

" She is going to be married." 

" Impossible ! " 

" It has become very possible since this 
morning, yes, almost certain." 

Kuhl sprang from the sofa and walked up 
and down the room several times. 

" She is a faithless woman — I have known 
it for long — a calculating nature ! She is not 
capable of grasping life in the spirit and in 
truth ; she is a Philistine maiden, a Dalilah, 
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d betrays me to the Philistines I Her 
me is there where cooking pots bubble on 
) domestic hearth ; it is a pity, with such a 
ad ! Of what use is the pure flame of 
jTgen when it only serves to make old iron 
;ty ? But why do I wonder ? Is it not an 
. tale ; all I have to do is to enquire the 
ne of the happy man." 
•*Herr Baron von Wegen has asked her 
id to-day." 

* And she has accepted ? " 
*Not quite irrevocably as yet; but she 
l1 — accept — I do not doubt it ! And why 
)uld she hesitate ? He is an honourable, 
idsome man ; one's heart opens when one 
irs him speak. He is wealthy and a man 
position, and I believe that Cacilie thinks 
nothing of belonging to the nobility — it is 
Qatter of indifference to me." 
The Doctor had seated himself beside her. 
e looked so meaningly at him with her 
ge eyes, that at the last words he started 
as if he had been stung by a spiteful in- 

5t. 
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" She, too, only thinks of marrying," said 
he to himself; "I perceive it in every word. 
Therefore, she brings me this news so 
quickly ; Cacilie no longer stands in her way. 
Now she flatters herself she shall be sole 
sovereign of my heart." 

And he cast hostile glances at the proud 
beauty who sought to soothe him, drawing 
nearer to him, and raising her Juno-like 
eyes, in which her love was written in Ger- 
man characters. 

What should he do ? He scolded her on 
account of her want of understanding ; yet 
she always renounced her heresies at once. 
Proper guidance was only needed, and as all 
theory is grey as the uncertain future, and all 
practice green as the fresh present, he deemed 
it best not to trouble himself about her far- 
seeing plans, held his forefinger up menac- 
ingly and pressed a kiss upon her full lips. 

As he looked round, CaciHe stood before 
him. 

Olga blushed this time, although Paul had 
often kissed her in her sister's presence, and 
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•Cax5ilie too appeared to be disturbed by an oo- 
•ourrence to which usage must really have 
hardened her. 

" Your mother sent me here," said she to 
Paul in a somewhat sharp tone. 

" Olga, you surely did not find Kanzleirath's 
Minna at home ? '* 

"And I must almost fear," replied the 
latter, "that Major Bern's child is dead." 

"I was not needed; the child has quite 
recovered." 

A short truce ensued between the two 
powers at war. 

Kuhl contemplated them with folded arms 
and sinister countenance ; were they not a 
living picture of that outrageous weakness of 
mind, the most contemptible of all passions 
in which jealousy finds utterance ? 

In vain had he preached against it for 
many long years ; in vain had he extolled a 
common alliance of hearts ; there lay his work 
in ruins. But why was Cacilie jealous on 
the very day on which she had sacrificed him 
to another ? 
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This vile passion surpassed even lov( 
itself. 

Cacilie, who when angry, spoke still more^^ 
softly, but yet so that a hissing sound was ^^ ' 
blended with her fine, sharp tones, said to-^^^ 
Olga— 

" You have anticipated a right which does-- 
not belong to you — the right of speaking to 
others about the affairs of my heart, for only 
on this account have you deceived us and — 
come here. You will surely grant me th( 
right of speaking to Paul about them as un- 
disturbedly as you have done. Frau Kuhl 
expects us to tea. You will have the good- 
ness to precede us." * 

Olga was always accustomed to obey her 
sister's wishes when they were uttered in 
that tone of cutting decision. ' She therefore 
left the room silently, not, however, without 
having cast a speaking glance at the Doctor. 

Cacilie lighted herself a paper cigarette. 

** Naturally, you know all ; my sister ha 
saved me a long introduction." 

Kuhl remained standing with folded arc 
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" Wegen has asked for my hand ; lie has 
steady paid me attention for a long time." 

" But until now the outlines of his court- 
ship were somewhat indistinct," said Kuhl, 
Bcoffingly. 

"He offers me what hundreds of others 
would consider to be supreme happiness, and 
when I question myself calmly, I must con- 
fess that he is an honourable man, more good- 
hearted and honourable than most ; that he 
is one of those natures in whom true devotion 
seems to be innate." 

Kuhl laughed loudly. 

" Indeed you have suddenly set up quite 
new ideals for yourself, new for you and us 
that is to say, as they can be bought by the 
dozen at Leipzig fair." ' 

" You would scoff away all that is strange 
to you, yet it continues to exist, and to exist 
in honour before the world. Besides, it is 
only a question of a good match ; my poor 
mother would find a new, comfortable home. 
I myself should no longer stand with a dark 
future before me, which offers nothing but 

VOL. n. T 
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loneliness to the toil and trouble and age of 
coming years.'* 

The Doctor s mockery ceased at this turn ; 
it contained too sad a truth. 

"When I, therefore, ask my common 
sense/' continued CaciUe, while she blew a 
curling cloud of smoke into the air, " I re- 
ceive an answer which really admits of no 
doubt, and the wicked world even maintains 
that common sense plays a preponderating 
part in me." 

" Then the riddle is solved," said Kuhl. 

" If I were to make comparisons they would 
certainly not all be drawn in favour of the 
deeply learned doctor of medicine, as he, in 
his self-complacency, may dream. Wegen is 
not so intellectual, but there is something 
dangerous, discomposing in intellect — and 
now even a chemist he would dissolve us into 
every variety of element ; he would throw our 
characters into retorts, our advantages and 
failings into the scales, and once we are 
dismembered, what are we then ? Wegen is 
not so intellectwal, but neither is he para- 
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toxical; he would not set tlie world upon 
its head. As regards beauty, well, that is a 
matter of taste. He is no Apollo, but a 
Hercules is not ori6 either. His faults are 
those of his virtues, but others only possess 
the virtues of their faults, in short — " 

" In short,'* interrupted Kuhl, " one does 
not need to be a great mathematician to see 
who would fare the worst in this problem. 
Certainly the bliss of former affection is not 
included in this calculation, the promises of 
that beautiful alliance, the recollections of 
happy hours, in which heart met heart, or 
elevated moments in which mind spoke to 
mind. It is the indifferent cold souls for 
which no past exists, when a pleasant future 
beckons to them.'* 

" You do me injustice," said Cacilie, laying 
her cigarette aside. 

" Or,'* continued Kuhl, inexorably, " you 
are meditating treachery ; you would destroy 
our alliance by force. It is a commercial 
transaction — a matter of business ! I have for 
long already expected a decisive act — I will 
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anticipate it. Perhaps I should be preferred 
to Wegen, if I would buy that privilege with 
the same price that he will pay." 

Now Cacilie interrupted him hastily, her 
eyes flashed fire, her whole body vibrated 
with passion. 

" So little do you know me, Paul ? So little 
do you all know me ? What are the others 
to me, even if they possessed the crowns of 
princes, and the treasures of Golconda, and 
united all the virtues of the world within 
themselves ? I have learned to see every- 
thing with your eyes — I should become blind 
if I were to lose you ! If I must leave you, T 
should feel as if I were thrust out into an 
endless desert. How lonely I should feel in 
the forests of Masuren — in the orange gardens 
of Italy! What is my life? Fire of your 
fire — soul of your soul ! " 

It was the language of unalloyed passion; 
in those words lay perfect truthfulness of feel- 
ing, which also ignites in her beloved one's 
heart ; but he still stood hesitatingly, he did 
not dare to fold this slender girl, who so often 
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^ad threatened to escape him, with perfect 
Confidence to his heart. Cacilie perceived his 
-tiesitation ; she knew the cause, also, and 
"Vhat she now said, while coming insinua- 
t)iiigly towards him, was no longer the true 
leaning of her heart, 

" You think that I shall make conditions, 
I shall insist upon the right of exclusiveness 
which such glowing love demands ? No, no, 
let all remain as before. May another offer 
his whole life to me. Tour vicinity — your 
love is my felicity, and I do not ask if your 
heart belongs to me alone ! Let there be 
other happy ones beside me, I will learn to 
understand you entirely." 

Now only did Kuhl believe himself justified 
in folding the girl unreservedly to his heart. 

"And as a seal upon our newly-formed 
alliance, dear Paul — an alliance for which, in 
the eyes of the world, I have made a great 
sacrifice, we will take a ride together, to- 
morrow, but this time without Olga — ^you and 
I alone. This little distinction you owe to 



me. 
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Kuhl assented 1 The supper with hi& 
mother and the two Fraulein von Domau 
passed off most cheerfully. Olga, as yet^ 
knew nothing of Cacilie's desperate resolu- 
tion ; she looked upon her sister as Wegen's 
bride, and,- therefore, was in a most happy 
mood — the champagne stirred ber blood to 
flow more briskly — she even made some droll 
remarks. But Cacilie sparkled with intellept^ 
and developed such bold theories, that Paul 
delightedly followed her dizzy flight. 

On the following day, Wegen looked out 
of the window of his hotel. It was a cold 
day, but he must inhale fresh air — his heart 
was too full. He had put on a fur cap, and 
defied the ' rough wind that coloured hi& 
cheeks more deeply. 

Suddenly the sound of horses' hoofs re- 
sounded on the pavement — a lady and gentle- 
man riding ! How proudly the slender lady 
sat, allowing her black horse to curvet! 
Wegen had at once recognised the gentleman 
to be Dr. Kuhl ! But the lady — did his 
eyes deceive loim.? Had the wind dazzled 
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them with the dust that was blown about? 
There could be no doubt — it was Cacilie ! 

He became pale, and started back from 
the window. The sudden movement had 
swept away his fur cap, and his few fair hairs 
waved mournfully in the wind. The sound 
of the hoofs died away upon the pavement. 

Wegen sat upon the sofa, his cigar had 
gone out ; he was utterly void of thought. 
He rang for his servant, so as to go to bed, 
when he suddenly recollected that it was 
only noon. He had his frock-coat with the 
Cross of the Order brought to him, and put it 
on ; then he remembered that it was not to- 
day that he was to pay the decisive visit. 

And should he, indeed, still pay the visit ? 
Had she had not openly set herself free? 
Was this ride not an intelligible reply ? 

To be sure, now she must write to him 
herself, must spare him the humiliation of 
once more knocking in vain at her door. He 
did not leave the house ; he expected the 
letter that contained the verdict of his death, 
but the letter did not come. 
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The ride had not remained unnoticed in 
the town ; Kuhl was a public character — ^he 
was talked of in all circles. He had often 
been seen on horseback with the two 
Fraulein van Dornau; to-day he only ap- 
peared with the one. What had happened? 
The world's opinion is always ready to draw 
conclusions from facts, even if they be ever 
so premature. The intelligence spread from 
drawing-room to drawing-room, that Dr. 
Kuhl had come to a decision at last, and in 
favour of Cacilie. Amongst the -Dornaus 
themselves the liveliest scenes had been 
enacted. When Cacilie had pronounced her 
immutable intention of rejecting Herr von 
Wegen's offer, her mother had sobbed and 
wept, and Olga even was roused to a fire of 
indignation that was almost unknown to her 
imperturbable calm ; she pourtrayed Wegen's 
advantages in the most glowing colours, and 
cast the bitterest reproaches upon her sister. 
Were not her own secret hopes annihilated 
by such lamentable obduracy ? 

Cacilie, tio^eveT^m^Xv lier wonted superi- 
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ority, knew how to calm these excited 
emotions ; she regained their entire sympathy 
by the declaration that she could not love 
"Wegen, and would not marry without love ; 
she moved Olga to tears by such noble 
sentiments. The sisters were soon perfectly 
reconciled to one another, and Olga even 
promised, at Cacilie's desire, to receive Herr 
von Wegen, and impart the ungratifying news 
to him. 

The following day, Wegen appeared in the 
frame of mind of a prisoner who is sure of a 
condemnatory verdict ; it was a comfort for 
him that Cacilie did not personally announce 
her decision. Olga received him, and from 
her lips the intimation that he was rejected 
sounded more consolatory. 

Cacilie desired the explanation to be, that, 
after mature consideration, she found she was 
not suited for the country, nor for the 
Masuren nobility ; she should not be capable 
of making him happy, she therefore declined 
his offer with thanks, but counted upon his 
permanent friendship. 
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Wegen having expected this intimation, it- 
had lost its crushing vreight for him, but 
what he had not expected was such a kindly 
bearer of the fatal decision. 

In his blind passion for Cacilie, he had 
never troubled himself about Olga ; she was 
cast too far into the shade by the radiance 
that proceeded from her sister. He had often 
hardly remarked her presence, and yet her 
appearance was grand and imposing enough. 

In fact, he had been very blind ; to-day he 
must confess it to himself, when he, like 
Scipio upon the ruins of Carthage, sat upon 
those of his first love. From want of an 
appropriate reply, which it is not so easy to 
find to such disclosures, he contemplated 
Olga at first with a mournful glance and rather 
absently, then with increasing interest, for 
she spoke in such a cordial tone to console 
him, and the more he looked at her, the more 
did he discover that she was a handsome girl, 
not so intellectual as Cacilie, but certainly 
more calculated to make an impression upon 
peoples' minds in Masuren than her sister^ 
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These were vague ideas, which were reflected 
in the most shadowy outlines upon the 
remotest background of his mind ; he would 
have repelled them energetically had they 
ventured farther into the light, as unseemly 
and impious. 

Nevertheless he had already sinned against 
well-founded custom of immediately taking up 
his hat, after such an intimation, and retiring 
from the scene. Olga chatted so innocently,, 
she led the conversation with such tact to in- 
different matters, but these indifferent matters 
were full of a special interest for Wegen. 
' Olga's heart was not with George Sand and 
the pere Enfantin, even although she must 
talk about them with Dr. Kuhl, and was 
fairly at home in the great questions upon 
which the welfare of mankind depended, had 
even made a note of several stock-phrases ; 
but when dress, family events, engagements, 
or the affairs of relations were under dis- 
cussion, then her whole nature warmed, and* 
she quite forgot that all these subjects were 
most heterodox, and in part were even opposed 
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to the social programme of the future, by 
which she had been obliged to swear in Dr. 
Kuhl's chemical laboratory. She gave 
Baron von Wegen great pleasure by her 
unexpected knowledge of all his extensive 
family ; she knew the Wegens of Labiau 
and the Wegens at Insterburg. She had 
even once spoken to the old uncle, whose 
heir he was, and who lived close to the 
Memel in the Lithuanian woods ; she was 
able to distinguish between first cousins and 
those who were more distantly connected. 
She planted the family tree of the Wegens 
before him with as steady a hand as did Joan 
of Arc the standard with the lilies of the 
Yalois ; and he must indeed be a degenerate 
nobleman who would not thus be flattered 
and reminded of home. 

And as a good genius watched over this 
conversation, seeking with a soothing salve 
to heal a wounded heart, the discussion, by 
means of a sudden turn, was led to the Bast 
Prussian cookery. That was a subject of 
conversation to which Wegen brought a 
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cultivated mind, and Olga, too, was quite at 
tome in it, although she did prefer to con- 
tribute her share more to the enjoyment than 
to the creation of great performances in the 
kitchen ; but she was able to give accurate 
information about every fish in the sea, every 
beast in the forest, yes, even the dwellers in 
carp-ponds and pheasantrys, and to determine 
all the sauces which, as it were, are ordained 
for each. This conversation was so interesting 
to Wegen, that when he took up his hat he 
had quite forgotten the cause which brought 
him, the terrible defeat he had sustained. 
As the friendship which Cacilie had promised 
to him was however not possible without 
continuing some intercourse, Wegen easily 
obtained permission to repeat his visits, 
and, in Cacilie's name, Olga believed herself 
justified in granting it. 

When he left the house, Wegen was not at 
all in the mental condition of a rejected 
candidate for matrimony, which is indeed one 
of the most crushing which paralyses and 
benumbs mortal nerves. He was astonished 
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at himself when he hummed a Lithuanian 
popular air, which did not breathe the elegiac 
spirit of the prose of an expiring race of 
people, but which sounded quite lively and 
full of enterprise. He immediately called 
himself to order, but he could not quite 
suppress a disagreeable sensation ; upon close 
' self-examination he discovered in himself, 
although in faint outlines, a dawning re- 
semblance to Dr. Kuhl, whom he abhorred 
with all due sense of propriety. Cacilie mean- 
while had come out from behind the portiere^ 
and imparted a warm eulogium to her sister 
for the delicacy and adroitness with which 
she had acquitted herself of the disagreeable 
task. 

When Cacilie seated herself at the work- 
table, a slight smile of contentment hovered 
round her lips. Everything was going as 
she wished and had planned, and she 
flattered herself that she« had attained the 
desired object. 



CHAPTER XI. 



IN THE CHUECHTAED. 



Blanden devoted himself most zealously to 
looking after the people who had suffered 
from the fire on his farm, and to the necessary 
new buildings ; he seemed to be inspired with 
a renewed breath of life ; the impetus to 
labour and work, which had lain perfectly 
dormant within him since those occurrences 
at the sea-side roused him afresh. Winter 
meanwhile had set in, and made the solitude 
at Kulmitten still more dreary. Blanden's 
resolution to form a settled home became 
more and more fixed, and the picture of the 
beautiful singer as the future goddess of the 
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house pervaded his vraking dreams with daily^ 
increasing persistency. 

He began, too, to care more about political 
matters, the progress of which latterly he 
had only silently watched. His conviction 
gained strength that, despite all obstacles, the 
Prussian State would obtain a constitution,, 
and all the provinces be united by one common 
bond. Then a political career would be opened 
to him once again ; he should no longer be 
dependant upon the judgment of his equals 
in this district; he could then stand before 
the population of the entire province as a 
candidate for election. 

That the continuance of the provincial 
assemblies in their present state could not 
last much longer was his fixed opinion, but 
in order to gain distinct views of the new 
course which the future should disclose to 
him, he must make his name known in 
more extensive circles; he must be called 
the champion of the political movement. A 
welcome opportunity for it was offered to hioL 
hy the assemblies of the citizens in the pro- 
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vincial capital, which assemblies had been 
recently formed, and he did not hesitate to 
intimate to the committee that he should 
deliver a lecture upon the French organisation 
and the July dynasty. 

Meanwhile, in the newspapers he read an 
announcement of an operatic performance in 
which Signora Bollini should again take part ; 
thus he inferred that she had returned from 
Riga. He immediately ordered his four black 
horses to be harnessed, and hasteued to the 
capital by the shortest route. He arrived 
there amid a violent downfall of snow and 
terribly boisterous wind. He prepared to 
visit Griulia at once ; his road led him past a 
churchyard, through the gateway of which a 
little funeral procession was passing. Closely 
concealed as the faces were in cloaks and furs, 
some of them appeared very familiar to 
him ; they were the companions of those 
times, the late effects of which had prepared 
such bitter pain for him. He recognised them 
again, greatly as they were altered ; not only 
was it the snow falling from heaven, it was 
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also the snow of age that silvered their hair. 
He believed that he perceived amongst the 
followers the Breaker of the Seal, the former 
minister of the community, who was now 
deposed from his office of teacher. Whom 
did they bear to the tomb ? Curiosity drove 
him to join the procession. When it had 
drawn near to the open grave, Blanden asked 
the person next to him who was being buried? 

" Frau Hamptmann Salden," was the 
hoarse reply. 

At that moment they began to sing beside 
the tomb ; a violent gust of wind shook the 
snow from the cypresses, and whirled it up 
from every grave, which had been softly 
bedded in its lap. The shivering assembly 
seemed to be animated but by the one desire 
that the burial ceremony might soon be over. 

Blanden rested his head upon a lofty 
tombstone, his tears flowed unrestrainedly. 
How deserving of tears every human life seems 
to be, when a thoughtful mind sums up its 
years in as many seconds ! How mournful 
are his sTiort-lived joys, and how many terrors 
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does the span of time contain ! No funeral 
oration disturbed his reflections; the ministers 
who would gladly have spoken beside this 
grave, dared not perform their office, and 
from the others accusations were feared 
which might have disturbed the peacef ulness 
of the tomb. 

While the wind buried in its gusts the 
sounds of the choral singing, Blanden thought 
of the youthful, beautiful Pauline ; he thought 
of lovely Eva ! Mother and daughter were 
blended in one picture; it was a shadowy 
portrait in which their features became 
united. But the one reposed in the ocean's 
lap, the other in wintry earth ! 

Already the clods fell with a hollow sound 
upon the coffin, thrown in hastily by half- 
frozen hands, and, after a hurried perform- 
ance of the last verse of the hymn, the 
assembly rushed away as if carried off by 
the bride of the . storm, which, howling 
hoarsely, swept over the lonely graves. 

Blanden had maintained his concealment 
behind the monument and cypresses; now 
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he stepped forth ; sadly he cast the hard clods 
of earth upon the coffin; his soul was one 
thought of love — one prayer for forgiveness, 
because dark self-accusations were stirred in 
his heart. Deeply buried in meditation, he 
did not observe that the wind had become a 
hurricane, cracking the^ boughs of the trees 
on every side, casting one weeping-willow to 
the ground, that the earth groaned, and 
hardly permitted him to stand upright. The 
grave-diggers had already laid their spades 
aside, and taken refuge in the dead-house. 

Suddenly something struggled before him 
through the snow ; he saw a fluttering cloak, 
and a bare-headed girl upon her kuees in 
front of him; stars of snow nestled in her 
tangled hair, glassy eyes stared up at him, 
and glowing kisses covered his hands. 

It was half-witted Katchen — he had recog- 
nised her at once. 

"What brings you here? What do you 
want here in this tempest ? " 

" Beautiful Eva's mother is buried ; I want 
what you do\" 
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" And what do you want of me ? " 

** Have had a little note for you, for a long, 
long time — now I can give it to you. Eva 
wrote it upon the ocean." 

" Mad woman — and now, for the j&rst time, 
you speak of it to me ? " 

" To others I would not show it, and to 
you I could not give it sooner. I am stay- 
ing with Mother Hecht, the herbalist; you 
will j&nd me there every evening." 

And she kissed his hands once more, and 
the following moment had disappeared 
amongst the whirling snow. 

The tempest became so violent that Blanden 
was obliged to take refuge in the dead- 
house, where he found several participators 
in the funeral who had also fled thither; 
amongst them a Gerichtsrath whom he knew. 
The former had never belonged to the pious 
community, but, as legal assistant, had often 
imparted advice to Frau von Salden, and had 
also conducted the case instituted against 
half-witted Katchen. He gave information 
to Blanden which possessed great interest 
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for the latter. Since Eva's death, Pauline 
had constantly been ailing, and saccumbed to 
a consumptive disorder. 

As to Katchen — the prosecution in which 
Blanden was called as a witness — although 
she persisted in the most obstinate silence, 
no proof of her guilt could be obtained; 
she had been handed over to the super- 
vision of an institution in which mentally 
disordered and weak persons were looked 
after by the State. The medical man had 
pronounced her dull, obtuse demeanour not 
to proceed from any malady of the brain, 
but to be partially the consequences of the 
defective bringing up by her tyrannical 
parents, partially to be connected with her 
physical development. In fact, after the 
expiration of a year an unmistakable altera- 
tion had taken place in her ; she had com- 
menced to speak more naturally, indeed, 
more distinctly and coherently, so that the 
inedical man could release her from his 
establishment. 

Blanden inquired why Pauline had returned 
to the town. 
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He learned that she had been obliged to 
sell her estate, and also that she had sought 
consolation amongst her friends ; in the 
country solitude she had been verging on 
despair. 

The stotm, meanwhile, had somewhat 

» 

abated ; Blanden relinquished his visit to the 
singer, and hastened to his house, so as to be 
able to indulge in those thoughts and emotions 
which besieged him after the occurrence in 
the churchyard. He was in a mood in which 
life no longer seemed worth living ; the ruin 
of youth and beauty filled him with deep 
melancholy, and the connection between 
human destinies, by means of which a load 
of guilt suddenly struck an innocent person, 
occasioned painful reflections. To him it 
appeared enviable thus to be buried beneath 
the snow, to repose in wintry earth. 

But if he would not cast himself amongst 
the dead, he must extinguish the candles in 
the sable-draped mourning chamber of his 
soul, beside the sarcophagus of past love, and 
step forth once more into the day of life. 

On the following afternoon he visited 
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Giulia — he found her alone ; her obsequious 
friend left the room. The Signora looked 
pale and sad ; the colouring of her features, 
which can only be designated by the Italian 
word morbidezza^ looked almost sickly. Her 
eyes, however, shone joyously as Blanden 
entered, but when he would have folded her 
in his arms she stepped back in decided 
refusal. 

" The lady of the Lago Maggiore and 
Signora Bollini are not the same persons. 
The former appeared in a dream, which the 
intoxicated rapture of the south begets, the 
latter appears in the sober north, so well- 
known that the newspapers speak of her. 
Here, in this world of citizens, one dreams 
no more ! That we are acquainted with the 
same secret only gives us the right of friend- 
ship, and in token of it I offer you my hand." 

She uttered it all deliberately, but yet in a 
cordial tone. 

" Indeed," replied Blanden, whom the 
Signora had completely won by these words, 
"it is folly to m^\i to bind ourselves to a 
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past that is divided from us by the flood of 
time. With time we too have changed, and 
often that has become utterly strange to us 
which formerly had such irresistible dominion 
over us. I honour your sentiments, Signora ! 
The claim upon love must always be con- 
quered anew, at least grant me the hope that 
we may succeed." 

" I cannot but fear that without the magic 
of the south, the prize would not reward the 
trouble undertaken in earnest. What am I 
to you here, where my name can be read at 
every street corner ? " 

" The magic of art, Signora, can everywhere 
produce an Isola hella with its peep into 
enchanting distance." 

** The magic of art ! Oh, how rude, every- 
day life sweeps it away ! Attend an operatic 
rehearsal, listen to the confused cries of the 
manager, the conductor, the bars of music 
constantly broken off; the musical howls 
of the chorus ; visit the theatrical wardrobe, 
and look at the tinsel out of which the artistic 
work of our beauty is created for an evening's 
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performance; listen to the criticising com- 
ments of our colleagues behind the scenes ; 
you will be in doubt where you should seek 
the* magic of art." 

" Still it does exist, and before its power 
disappears the ponderous apparatus by which 
it must be called into life." 

" Certainly in the emotions of creative and 
sensitive minds it bears an enduring life. 
But when the magic forsakes us, who should 
be the representatives of art ? Is there a 
greater pain than the sensation of one's own 
uselessness, and in addition, when it is un- 
merited, when it was formerly foreign to us ? 
A singer whose voice becomes weaker, who 
from day to day becomes more conscious of 
its decay, is more fitted for elegiac reflections 
than a crumbling ruin, around which ivy 
climbs." 

" You speak, dear friend, of matters which 
it is to be hoped you do not know from per- 
sonal experience ? " 

'^ Yet I do know them by experience. I 
tell it you in confidence ; before the world 
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I must seek to conceal it, my fame may 
be able to disguise for some time longer 
what is unavoidable — a good name has illimi- 
table credit. But my enemies are already 
beginning to destroy it. A spiteful reporter 
in Riga made exaggerated allusions to the 
deterioration of my voice, and a local news- 
paper here, which bears the impress of Herr 
Spiegeler's intellect, hastened to print a copy 
of that criticism." 

Blanden shrugged his shoulders contempt- 
uously. 

" You are mistaken if you estimate lightly 
this intentional undermining of a well-earned 
renown. It cannot be accurately shown out 
of what atoms an artist's fame gradually 
rises, nor how they are wafted into a whole, 
just as easily can it be blown into pieces ! 
How quickly the colours glow in a gay, 
shimmering structure of clouds ; fame, too, is 
but effulgence, and suddenly dead night 
comes to relieve its light. Singers, both men 
and women, are condemned before all others 
to outlive their fame." 
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** Nor do they receive it freshly in their 
hands at first." 

" Oh, no, it withers for them — in their 
hands ! Read/the article which Spiegeler has 
to-day had printed upon my * Somnambula/ 
such an article is a blight upon every blossom 
of renown. They are all tiny half-concealed 
pieces of malice, but they hit one's heart. 
Public opinion is easily led, to-morrow already 
I shall stand before hundreds who no longer 
believe in me. Ah fame ! How paralysing 
is the sensation of being given up to the 
crowd's want of faith." 

" All great artists have been exposed to 
such attacks." 

" But not all have overcome them success- 
fully ! How many talents and geniuses have 
been destroyed by the indifference of the 
public, whose enthusiasm was nipped in the 
bud often by means of personal animosity on 
the part of the critic ; often by their distorted 
comprehension ! Only those are numbered in 
the history of art who bore away the prize, 
not the others who with equal courage and 
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equal strength, undertook the race of life, 
but succumbed beneath the obstacles which 
often chance, but still more often wicked 
will, cast into their path. But for him who 
so labours without pleasure in a career of 
art, it is greater torture than all else that 
men do against their will, for what is art 
without enthusiasm, and enthusiasm is only- 
augmented pleasure, which lays hold of men 
so that- they may pour out upon others some 
of their own overflowing abundance." 

" Is enthusiasm then dependent upon the 
approval of the many ? Is it not the artist's 
voluntary devotion to his ideal ? " 

" It is dependent upon his happy mood, 
because to produce the beautiful is bliss and 
a favour of destinv. Read this condemnation » 
must not every glad emotion be crushed by 
it? I have irritated the critic, this is his 
revenge ! " 

Blanden was obliged to confess that this 
criticism of Spiegeler was a collection of 
flowers of the most pointed epigrams, that it 
was spiteful, and in its way annihilating. 
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" Even two years ago," continued G-iulia, 
" I should more easily have risen above this 
scorn ; at that time I was sure of my voice 
and my success, now it is different — " 

"Two years ago 1 And was not then 
Signora Giulia secretly at my castle during 
my absence ? " 

" I do not deny it 1 Curiosity prompted me 
to become acquainted with my friend's home." 

*' And did you not enchant all the rooms of 
my castle with leaves of recollection and 
golden sayings ? " 

" It was a pardonable wish to awaken the 
recollections of a mysterious meeting by the 
traces which an equally mysterious visitor 
left behind." 

" Not the charm of mystery brought us 
together at that time, it pressed its seal upon 
our happy meeting." 

"Not in recollections does happiness lie, 
but in oblivion ; I know no other now." 

" You are melancholy, Signora I Shall you 
then retire from the stage ? " 

" Oh, you do not know," broke from Giulia, 



IN THE CHUEOHYAED. 303 

^' with what heavy chains I am bound to the 
galley ! Others may remain constant to it 
from fear of want. I should fall a victim to 
much greater misery. Behind thQ stage- 
scenery of my hfe stands a spectre, a fearful 
spectre, ready to step forth at any moment. 
If I renounce the glory of the stage, I fall com- 
pletely into that spectre's gruesome power." 

" I should have the courage to hazard a 
conflict with that ghost." 

" That conflict would not bring me re- 
demption. Oh, how I long for rest ! " 

Giulia's features assumed an expression of 
most intense exhaustion ; she sank upon the 
sofa and hid her face in her hands. 

Lieutenant Buschmann was announced. 

" Count upon my help," said Blanden, 
^*when and wheresoever you may need it. 
This knightly duty I owe to the gracious 
lady of the magic lake, and shall fulfil it as 
faithfully as ever knight served his lady." 

Giulia rose, and, with a quiet smile, but 
a tear in her eye, held out her hand to bid 



CHAPTER XII. 

IN THE CITIZEN ASSEMBLY. 

A DENSE throng was crowding through th& 
unpretending entrances of the old-fashioned 
city garden ; the citizens of Konigsberg had 
there found a central point for their political 
and intellectual interests. Although excluded 
from the programme of these meetings, 
politics really formed the most vital artery of 
their life ; for it was a period in which every 
matter in hand became converted into 
politics ; the strongest material began sud- 
denly to assume a political tinge of colour 
when it was held towards the light. The 
kernel of the Konigsberg citizenship was 
present at these assemblies, and Blanden was 
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perfectly right when lie desired, by means of 
his lecture, to introduce himself in more 
extensiye circles as the political agitator for 
the elections of the future. 

At the entrance to the gallery which led 
into the room, there was much animation; 
there the claims were examined, for the 
assembly was a closed society. Any one who 
did not possess a card was rejected. 

" Gorpo di hacco^^ echoed a violent voice, 
" of what use are higlietti when the people 
assembles ? " 

" No one is admitted without a card." 

" Gorpo del diavolo^^^ cried the impatient 
man, " then I must first return to my 
friend, Che Seccatura! '* 

Blanden, who had just arrived, recognised 
the amber-merchant, who, in a violent 
manner, forced a passage through the 
thronging people, so as to obtain egress 
again. 

In the room itself a large concourse of 
people was already gathered, forming an 
impenetrable wall. The large mirror, which 
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was placed against the one side, reflected, 
head after head, mostly well-to-do respectable 
faces, a few ruddy with the northern climate, 
tingling in the hot room after the cold out 
of doors, all gazing out beneath the brims of 
their hats, because here John Bull's custom 
had, from necessity, become a silent law ; no- 
where, excepting upon the heads, could space 
be found for the hats. 

That no Jacobin-club, however, was assem- 
bled here was betokened by the steady com- 
posure that was unmistakable in all present, 
and the dense clouds of tobacco which floated 
above their heads. 

Any one wishing to force his way through, 
must let himself be carried on farther by a 
suddenly formed wave, or with nervous haste 
follow the ticket-taker who enjoyed an un- 
disputed right of passage. 

Blanden, at the first rush, could not attain 
the chief table ; a subsiding waye, which came 
from the opposite direction, drove him back. 

Upon looking around he perceived near 
to him several faces that he knew, also that 
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of the ombre player, Milbe, who again was 
not in Kulwangen, but was here prosecuting 
his political efforts. 

Milbe possessed an evil conscience, because 
he had not given his vote to Blanden, and 
tried not to perceive the latter. Sengen von 
Larchen, however, who stood close by, 
delighted him with shaking hands cordially. 

Gradually Blanden succeeded in reaching 
the vicinity of the platform, where he espied 
several leaders of the political movement. 
There stood a little man, with lofty, thought- 
ful brow and the soft gaze of a large eye, 
the only person in the assembly who had ap- 
peared in a black frock-coat, with white cuffs. 
His opponents might, perhaps, compare him, 
the most feared of all the politicians in the 
town on the Bast Sea, with Robespierre, on 
account of that cleanliness ; his beardless face* 
made a thoroughly frank impression. His firm 
figure was not possessed of any quicksilver 
flexibility; everything about him was pre- 
cision — certainly clearness. Although he 
had made himself renowned by his questions. 
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he appeared mucli more like a man who is 
ready to, and capable of answering ; all spark- 
ling wit was foreign to him ; he loved plain 
inferences from given premises ; his logic was 
pure as his cuffs. As the doctor does his 
patient's, so did he feel the pulse of the State^ 
and prescribed his remedies to the invalid. 
He possessed the indomitable equanimity of 
a stoic, and looked upon the necessary com- 
bination of affairs of this world with the eyes 
of a Spinoza. He was one of the most insigni- 
ficant in the Assembly, but, like the homun- 
culus in the bottle, he drew the fiery trail of 
a great reputation after him, and wherever 
he appeared he was greeted with special 
respect. 

Beside him stood another agitator, whose 
entire appearance denoted him to be devoted 
to colour; he was artistically draped in 
a cloak with a velvet collar, while every 
possible gaudiness of waistcoat and neck- 
tie peeped forth between the folds ; his head, 
as the Brussels citizen says in " Bgmont," 
would be a real delight to an executioner, so 
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splendidly it contrasted with the average 
heads of the throng, so brilliant is its colour- 
ing, so luxuriant the well-cared-for beard. 
He was the humourist of the party, a flourish- 
ing author; by some compared with Jean 
Paul, by others with Borne, and his satirical 
bees fluttered around a flowery abundance of 
pictures. No greater contrast could exist 
than that between this overflowing humourist 
and the staid political medical man by his 
side — the former revelling in the luxuriant 
complacency of an enthusiasm for freedom, 
which poured flowers, fruit and briars out of 
its horn of plenty ; the latter, the man of dry 
formulas, of determined demands. 

Near them stood other men of the party, 
teachers at girls' schools, pedagogues of 
great oratorical fluency, and some worthy 
citizens of intellectual pursuits. The master 
chimney-sweep, who passes his snuff-box 
round yonder, speaks of Kant and Feuer- 
bach, as if they were customers for whom he 
sweeps soot out of their chimnies ; he knows 
the construction of the philosophical systems 
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as accurately as the construction of coke 
stoves, and at home possesses a library which 
many a professor might envy. 

Now the President's hammer is heard; an 
amateur orchestra, consisting of members of 
the union, sends forth its mighty sounds from 
the platform, then patriotic songs are sung. 
All betokens warm participation; it is a 
society that betrays internal life. Thus also 
thinks that renowned author, a tall figure, 
with a wreath of hair round the crown of 
his head, an idealist of the purest water, who 
is making studies here of superior sociability, 
and, amidst the din of the present, seeks to 
solve a problem of the future. The young 
doctor, who now ascends the platform, is 
well-known to Blanden — it is the poet 
Schoner ; he pushes his long black hair from 
his brow, and, with flashing eyes, and fiery 
pathos, recites a poem which lauds the Baltic 
country as the new home of political freedom. 
During the recital he was quivering from 
head to foot like a Shaker who is moved 
by his religious enthusiasm, but it was this 
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peculiarity that acted with such electricity upon 
the crowd. Tempestuous applause rewards 
these poetical efforts. The Robespierre in 
the frock-coat addresses a warm laconic eulo- 
gium to the poet after he had descended from 
the platform ; the humourist, with good- 
natured blue eyes, looks pleasantly at him 
through spectacles, and lauds his grand talent. 
The master chimney-sweep closes his snuff- 
box vigorously, a species of applause that he 
loves, and does the poet the honour of invit- 
ing him to a game of chess, a peculiar 
distinction which is only vouchsafed to 
favourites. Blanden, however, could not 
but say to himself that political lyrics had 
already reached that ominous turning point 
where phrases compensate for thoughts, and 
every variety of detonating rockets and fire- 
works have superseded the steady flame of 
pure enthusiasm. 

Now his turn came; he knew thatr his 
appearance in the Citizen Assembly would 
be looked upon with suspicion by many of 
his equals, but he kept his object firmly 
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before his eyes. His equals had dropped 
him, he turned to the great Liberal party, 
that was not bound to one district or circle 
of Government. 

He possessed no stentorian voice, but his 
organ did not lack power and warmth, and a 
certain elegance of delivery kept people's 
interest awake. Many considered it greatly 
in favour of so respected a representative of 
the nobility of the country that he not merely 
mixed in ftie circle of the Konigsberg citizens, 
but also participated in their intellectual 
guidance. His lecture presented a picture 
of the charters of 1830, and the development 
of the French constitution under the July 
Dynasty ; he then pointed out the advantages 
which advanced States like France possessed 
over Prussia by means of their constitutions, 
and alluded to the development of public 
life which with us still is numbered amongF 
our sacred wishes. But then he showed ho 
the provisions of the French charters we 
circumvented by the Government, and c 
no favourable horoscope for the latter in 
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existing state of dull, mental fermentation ; 
he criticised the limited right of election and 
the system of two chambers with acumen, 
daring which public opinion at that time did 
not venture to follow. All the same, his speech 
reaped stormy approval. Blanden could 
not but admit that this applause rewarded 
every speaker, who spoke in the spirit of the 
Assembly, and that when the good master 
sweep opened his lips and snuff-box simul- 
taneously, so as to launch from the plat- 
form a few telling sentences in which his 
pinches of snuff formed the punctuation, he 
ivas greeted with similar applause. Still 
Blanden believed he had by means of this 
speech opened for himself a road to political 
consideration; at last he felt himself to be 
exalted and calmed; his glance into the 
future appeared freer, he saw an attainable 
goal before him. Tom from ^ his solitary 
brooding in the echo of similar sentiments 
which met him, he at the same time greeted 
the certainty that his political convictions 
would also find a farther soil ready to receive 
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them, that the path to statesman-like im- 
portance lay open before him. 

Blanden's lecture was followed by a debate 
which commenced with the tickets of the 
box of questions; the first one concerned 
political discourses, should they be entirely 
excluded from these sittings ? The committee 
pointed out that the object of these meetings 
was not political but social ; that these dis- 
courses, however, might touch upon politics. 

" Who could exclude politics ? " cried an 
energetic timber merchant, " the State is the 
principal interest for a citizen ; I am such a 
thorough citizen, that I am overgrown with 
politics ; I exhale politics and I inhale them, 
I wake and dream politics ; I think politics 
aloud when 1 speak, and think politics mutely 
when I am silent ; I feel politics, I teach and 
learn them ; in short I may do what I will or 
others may do with me what they will, politics 
cannot be expelled from me. Whereof the 
heart is full, the moutlT speaketh. Of that 
which one loves, one likes to speak; we 
all love our fatherland and like to talk of it. 
Thus we all think and feel, and therefore here 



IN THE CITIZEN ASSEMBLY. 315 

in the gemeinde garten a short hour of politico 
cannot be omitted." 

That short hour of politics roused great 
exultation. Blanden, too, rejoiced at the 
citizens' warm interest in the Government's 
life, which had already become a matter that 
lay near their hearts. 

The box of questions kept the debate on 
foot for a long time, then followed the 
conversazione. Choruses groaned through 
the old town hall; thereupon groups were 
formed, in the centre of which individual 
leaders were found who now exercised greater, 
now lesser powers of attraction ; the political 
doctor had his little circle, the humourist his; 
poet Schoner recited a political dithyramb in 
a subdued voice ; the master sweep related 
anecdotes, songs in sociable chorus resounded 
from several tables. 

One little bit of by-play did not escape 
Blanden, who went from one group to another 
and with satisfaction— now here, now there — 
joined the open fight that had succeeded the 
closed conflict. 

The Italian was leaning in a comer near 
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the stove, and overwhelmed the ticket-taker, 
who neglected him, with terms of abuse whose 
melodious sound, as their sense was perfectly 
unintelligible to the other, did not in the 
least exercise the desired effect, until several 
honest Grerman oaths hastened the man's tardy 
attention. 

Blanden noticed how Boiler the merchant, 
whom he had seen with Giulia, circled round 
the Italian as a hawk does round its prey. 
Now here, now there, the long, cadaverous 
figure rose amidst the crowd, and his eyes 
were fixed watchfully upon the amber mer- 
chant. The latter became uneasy ; it had 
not escaped him that he had seriously aroused 
the merchant's attention, who was well- 
known to him, and he knew the cause too. 
Suddenly Boiler disappeared towards one 
side of the city gardens, which possessed 
two entrances. Baluzzi followed the tall 
form with his eyes, and, without waiting for 
the refreshment ordered from the ticket- 
taker, hastened to leave the garden by the 
opposite door. 



IN THE CITIZEN ASSEMBLY. 317 

After some time Boiler reappeared, and 
briskly traversed the groups, but far forward 
as lie might extend his nose, he could not 
succeed in espying his victim. Disappoint- 
ment was depicted on his pale small-pox- 
marked face as at the door he gave an order 
to an oflEicer of justice who had come with 
him. 

When the chairman's hammer, with three 
resounding blows, announced the conclusion 
of the sitting, Blanden resolved to seek half- 
witted Katchen, at mother Hecht's, and to 
convince himself if she were really in pos- 
session of a few lines from Eva. 




CHAPTER XIII. 



AT MOTHEB HEOHT*S. 



Recollection of the witclies of Macbeth and 
the witches' kettle, in which they mixed 
wolves' teeth and hemlock-roots and tigers' 
intestines, was awoke in all who entered 
Mother Hecht's house and saw herself and 
her companions creep mysteriously round 
the large kettles that boiled upon the hearth. 
But no tigers' intestines were boiled there ; 
they were those of peaceable domestic animals 
which were being prepared in a herb soup 
for the enjoyment of night wanderers. 

An oil lamp shed a gloomy light through- 
out the kitchen, which at the same time 
served as the inn parlour. The flickering 
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gleam of the flames assisted it in its melan- 
choly efforts. 

The Hecate, who urged the subordinate 
witches and night-fiends to feed the fire and 
to stir the kettles with all their might, was 
th-Q fleck preparer herself, ^s fleck is the name 
given to the intestines which were being pre- 
pared as a dainty morsel. 

The little witches were somewhat more 
attractive than those of the Walpurgis night, 
although even they, to some extent, like 
Katchen of Wamicken, peered into the world 
with stupid, gruesome frogs' eyes. 

It was a singular company in that witches' 
kitchen. Any one who was not acquainted 
with its secrets must have imagined that 
some magic was at work, which should trans- 
form people now into a state of wild frenzy 
as if they had partaken of henbane, now 
vampire-like suck the blood out of their 
Teins, for some of the guests were incessantly 
shaking, while others possessed corpse-like 
countenances of a ghostly pallor. 

A few members of the Albertina had almost 
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succumbed to this magic, and with hollow 
eyes stared into the flames which were hissing 
around the kettle. 

The witches' kettle, it is true, was quite 
innocent ; the magic did not proceed from it^ 
but rather the counter-charm against oblivion 
of the world, against the internal conflict,, 
against the weariness of life, which waa 
written in all those features. 

Blanden, in these surroundings, felt like 
Coleridge's " Ancient Mariner " upon the ship 
of death, where nothing but masks and visor& 
grin at him. 

Katchen had perceived him enter, and 
hastened towards him. 

" As soon as I can get away for a moment 
I will beckon to you." 

Blanden was obliged to be patient. Mean- 
while the room became still more full of the 
most divers nocturnal wanderers, who before 
cock-crow would be tired of drinking, or have 
fallen victims to intoxication. 

A merry swarm of students of undaunted 
courage, coming from a drinking party,. 
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crowded in with merry songs, pushing before 
them a lame gentleman with a beard, whom 
they had met upon the threshold. 

" The first dish for Spiegeler — he has done 
his part well/' 

" Ho, Katchen, the first intestines for the 
reporter, because he is the priest who offers 
up the sacrifice." 

" Bravo, Spiegeler, lame, divine messenger 
of fame. Mercury without wings." 

Thus the voices resounded in confusion, 
and Spiegeler did, indeed, receive the first 
Jlech that was produced from the kettle. 

Blanden became attentive. These speeches 
concerned the critic who had attacked Giulia. 

" My dear Herr Spiegeler," one voice could 
be heard saying, in whose precocious, instruc- 
tive tones he soon recognised the wise Salo- 
mon of the sea side, " I grant you all possible 
laurels, and also the first of the intestines ; 
because critics are like the Roman haruspices 
who, after the contemplation of entrails, can 
prophecy or speak the truth." 

" Hush, Salomon is speaking." 

VOL. II. T 
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" I also remark that I have not the honour 
of sharing your views as a critic, but still you 
are a man of intellect, and nothing is more 
interesting than when such men defend false 
views." 

" Excuse me," said Spiegeler, as he laid his 
fork aside, " I must beg for a proof that my 
view is false." 

" I am not in the humour now to prove 
anything," continued Salomon, "and you 
never are, for in your criticisms all proofs are 
wanting, as, indeed, in all such cases, it is 
just as Schiller says — 

" * The Almighty blew 
And the Armada flew to every wind.* 

" Not of this, however, would I speak, but 
merely express an objection to your last 
sharp criticism ; it had one trifling fault, it 
contained the opposite of what it had formerly 
said. But when a critic acts the part of a 
priest at the sacrifice, then, like the latter, he 
must also exhibit the most perfect purity. 
The Roman priests, when sacrificing, were 
obliged to be washed, sprinkled and perfumed 
so as to be ^oxtKy of their office." 
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"Well, and what more," said Spiegeler; 
stamping angrily with his crutches, he rose 
and adjusted his spectacles. 

" Criticism is not infallible, but it has the 
privilege of acknowledging its faults ; to-day 
it can blame what yesterday it praised ; it 
suddenly looks upon things from another 
point of view, and all, gentlemen, depends 
upon the point of view ! Everything ad- 
vances and undergoes metamorphosis — and 
yet criticism should always remain stationary 
like a sculptured saint ! What doctor does not 
alter his diagnosis after closer observation ? 
To-day he discovers an organic disease where 
yesterday he only perceived a slight cold. 
Who would turn that into a reproach against 
him ? We are deceived and bribed ; the de- 
lusion disappears, it is no fault, it is progress. 
Criticism does not squint, it only sees more 
clearly to-day than yesterday." 

"There we have it," cried Salomon, "that is 
exactly fitted for this witches' kitchen I Do 
not the witches in ' Macbeth ' say — 

** * Fair is foul, and foul is fair 
Hover through the fog and filthy air.* 
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•* And to Mephistopheles the witch says — 



Tlos is the vitdie^ one times cne.' 

•* I have commenoed an album of witches* 
poetry, these va-ses taken from it also apply 
to criticism." 

"I protest against any such remarks," 
cried Spiegeler, in whom the effects of deep 
potations became more apparent ; '^ besides 
which I can praise and blame what I choose 
and as I will — criticism is absolute. Signora 
Giulia dazzled me at first — ^I do not deny it ; 
I deemed her art to be an apple of Paradise ; 
now I recognise it as one of Sodom, which 
crumbles to ashes in my hand, and that which 
I have recognised I must express. Criticism 
does not lie ; whoever says it does, I declare 
to be a liar." 

Blanden had risen, indignant at the man's 
daring behaviour and the daring calumnia- 
tion of his Giulia ; but before he had time 
seriously and sharply to rebuke the reporter, 
it had been done very effectually from 
another quarteT, 
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A resounding box on his ears roused 
the astonishment of the lookers-on, who 
did not know whence it came so suddenly, 
and also roused the boundless rage of the 
victim. 

" BugtardOy bugiardoy you are a liar 
yourself," cried a powerful voice, and by 
Spiegeler's side stood the Italian, drawn up 
erectly, and with proud gladness in his 
features at the lynch-law which he had just 
carried out. Suddenly a solemn silence 
reigned around. 

" Gorpo di hacco^^ cried the stranger, 
whose singular appearance inspired the 
students with respect, " to cut off a singer's 
fame, curtail her receipts, ruin her credit, is 
honourable, worthy of a gentiluomo^ The 
giornale that hisses forth such venom should 
be made into spills, and he who boasts of 
producing it deserves to be chastised by every 
honest man." 

Spiegeler had let the one crutch fall, he 
held his burning cheek while his lips quivered 
convulsively. Big and little witches stood 
drawn up in a line with their kitchen spoons. 
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and with quiet enjoyment watched a scene 
not unusual in that house. 

" That was rude, sir ! " 

" Laying on of hands is no refutation." 

" The man is lame and a cripple." 

Thus spoke the somewhat timid defence 
of the disciples of the Albertina ; but Salomon 
exclaimed — 

" Sir, it is an ambuscade, a species of 
hrigantaggio I Intellect is our only stiletto, 
with which we have been favoured by nature. 
You appear to be a foreigner, for you curse 
in the language of the Inferno^ but we do 
not tolerate such attempts here, we protest ! " 

" We protest," cried several students, 
waving their little liqueur glasses. 

Spiegeler now stood foaming with rage 
before the signor^ who with folded arms bid 
defiance to public opinion. 

" You shall not escape me, there are 
judges in Prussia ; we are not in the inn at 
Terracina, my Signor Fi^a Diavolo, and do 
not permit ourselves to be attacked." 

And as he let his second crutch fall, and 
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caught his opponent by a coat button, he 
cried as loudly as his hoarse squeaking voice 
would permit him — 

" Your name, sir — your name ! " 

Baluzzi, bowing politely, gave him a card. 

" Then our prime-donne are allied to Italian 
hravi ? They possess a little robber's cave 
close to their drawing-rooms ? Is truth to be 
cudgelled ? You are mistaken, sir ! We shall 
not allow ourselves to be intimidated, we 
will even expose the matter in a trenchant 
article, and as far as Signora Giulia is con- 
cerned — you have broken my eye-glasses, 
sir ! I shall now make use of a magnifying 
lens, which not the smallest failing can escape, 
and if hitherto I have beaten her with rods, 
I will now scourge her with scorpions." 

Salomon meanwhile had picked up the 
crutches for the critic, who during his angry 
speech had supported himself upon the table ; 
he now limped out of the room, followed by the 
students, whose cries of ''Bravo Spiegeler" 
accompanied him, for they looked upon the 
critic as a species of c^own, who first in news- 
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papers, then in inn parlours, performed 
somersaults for the general amusement. 

Blanden had looked on at the scene in a 
divided frame of mind ; the reporter's re- 
marks had roused his indignation, but the 
Italian's brutality not less so, and indeed he 
had always felt the most decided aversion 
for the amber merchant. Especially odious 
did the man appear, because he stood in 
some dark relation to Giulia, as the violence 
proved with which he had maltreated one of 
her opponents. 

As Blanden stood there lost in thought, 
and weighed his intention of questioning the 
Signora about this person, who even on the 
Lago Maggiore had followed her like a shadow, 
Katchen stepped up to him, and whispered 
she had now a moment's time, he should 
go with her. 

They groped their way along a gloomy 
corridor into the yard, whose dark square 
was not illuminated by any reflection of light 
from out the dull little windows, which opened 
into it on four sides. Katchen looked like a 
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night-goblin in the dim snow-light, she sprang 
on in advance, and danced as if in insane 
gladness. 

Suddenly she moved the pump handle : 
some time elapsed before the pump awoke 
out of its winter sleep. Katchen then, how- 
•ever, did not merely wash her hands, she 
bent down and let the icy cold water trickle 
•over her head, and dried herself with the 
shawl which she had thrown about her neck. 
Then she led her companion up the stairs of 
the building at the back, it was a break-neck 
staircase, uneven steps, unusual windings ; 
she counted the steps, gave her hand to 
Blanden, and he remarked that she squeezed 
his, and pressed it to her heart, and in one 
of the narrow bends nestled up to him, and 
her still dripping hair wetted his bosom. 

They ascended three flights ; he had to 
stoop beneath the beams of the sloping roof. 
Katchen opened a creaking door that moved 
with difl&culty upon its hinges. Then she 
begged Blanden to wait until she had struck 
a light, yet she hesitated in doing so, nestled 
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beseechingly against him, stroked his hair 
until he shook the caressing witch angrily 
from him. 

" Wait a moment longer," said she, " not 
in the light shall you see where the locket is 
hidden." 

A pause ensued, and Blanden perceived 
that her laced bodice became looser. 

Soon the dreary ray of a tallow candle, 
whose wick was but meagrely fed by some 
guttered masses of fatty substance, lighted 
the tiny room in which by the window alone 
Blanden could find one spot on which ta 
stand uprightly beneath the sloping roof. 
That attic with the moss overgrown beams 
was a melancholy sight ; the melting snow 
penetrated the badly closing windows, into 
the wood were nails driven, on which some 
clothes and a fishing net hung. The bed 
was most peculiar, of a shape resembling a 
boat, the coarse straw mattress seemed to be 
bedded in a skiff. 

And in the midst of these poverty-stricken 
surroundings stood the sea-maiden banished 



AT MOTHER HECHT's. 331 

into the country, with, dripping hair, her 
bosom half bared, and gazing at her guest 
with her protruding eyes, while she held the 
locket in one hand. 

^' The paper — the paper," cried Blanden 
impatiently. 

" I have carried it about with me, always 
upon my heart, have squeezed the lines into 
this locket. I was searched before the 
authorities at the institution — nothing was 
found ! Ha, ha, it was too well taken care 
of.'' 

And at the same time she commenced to 
dance about like a wild woman, holding the 
locket high in the air. She appeared like 
one of the Nikobar island girls, who once, 
when upon his voyage round the world he 
had been cast upon their shore, surrounded 
him in such dizzy tumult. 

He was fain to confess that Katchen was 
no longer the half-witted seal of former days, 
that a remarkable transformation had taken 
place, but that her mind, far from having 
found its proper balance, had now passed 
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from moody absorption into a wandering 
will-o'-the-wisp-like frenzy. 

" And why did you not show this paper to 
the judges ? Its contents are still unknown 
to me, but I surmise that it might have spared 
you the long confinement and detention in the 
institution." 

" To be sure ; oh, to be sure ! I should 
have been free as the sea-gull in the air ; I 
only needed to press this. Snap I the case 
would fly open, and they would all have known 
what they wished. They pressed all around 
it, too, but the good spring did not move ; 
they believed at last that it was merely a 
senseless amber ornament and gave it back 
to me." 

"And you preferred to be tortured and 
locked up ? " 

" Of course ; it was not intended for the 
judges. Oh, the clever people — judges and 
doctors I How they exerted themselves ; 
how they thought, and consulted and ques- 
tioned I And what faces they made over it 
— it was enough to kill one with laughing I 
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Ha-ha I half-witted Katchen outwitted them 
aU." 

" And who gave you this locket ?" 

" The man down below, who was so liberal 
to-day ; he dispenses good and evil. Once I 
brought him safely to shore through a storm 
that had suddenly arisen, and he rewarded me 
with this." 

" And for whom are these lines destined ! " 

"You still ask! Any other man would 
have guessed long since ; for you, for you I 
She wrote them out at sea, before she sprang 
into the water." 

" Then it is the truth ! I was convinced 
of it long since," said he to himself; "but 
yet moments came in which I was glad to- 
doubt again — what is not possible upon the 
lonely waves between heaven and earth, with 
a half-witted — or evil-minded girl ?" and then 
suddenly starting, he cried, as he held Katchen 
firmly with his strong arms — 

" And yet you are her murderess — why did 
you not save her ? " 

" It was not possible," said she, stuttering 
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and shaking ; "a wave washed her away from 
my side — she was buried." 

" And the paper — unhappy girl, when were 
you to give me the paper ? " 

" She did not say — I could do it at once." 

" And you did not do it ? " 

" I would not." 

" Out with the paper ! " cried Blanden, 
enraged. 

" I have kept it securely in my bosom for 
so long, I want my reward for it." 

" Your reward for having kept it from me 
for years ! It is my property-I shall obtain 
it by force." 

He began to struggle with Katchen, who 
held the locket convulsively in her hand, and 
uttered a piercing shriek, followed by a wild 
laugh. 

" Ha-ha, and if you have it in the net, it 
will escape again through the meshes I It 
will avail you nothing, absolutely nothing — 
without the secret." 

"Give it me, then." 

" I love you — love me in return ! " cried 
she, stretcloLmg out lever arms towards him. 
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" Lunatic," cried Blanden, retreating, as 
though a sea polypus would have encircled 
him with its arms. 

She caught at the empty space, then knelt 
down, crying and sobbing. 

" Poor Katchen has nobody in the world ; 
her father is dead — ^he was always hard and 
stern. Ah, the sea is so wide, so wide — and 
the boat drifts farther and farther out — and 
who cares for me ? You were good to me — 
you gave me the boat — oh, it does not lie on 
the shore by the post ! Here — that is your 
boat ! I had it made into my bed, my sole 
possession — and there I dream of you." 

Blanden was moved ; he drew nearer, he 
stroked her wet hair and said kindly — 

" Poor child." 

Thereupon she gave him the locket, after 
having opened it with a quick pressure and 
sobbing aloud, hid her face. 

Blanden went up to the light that was 
burning low into its socket, and cast a gloomy 
flickering dense shadow upon the half-effaced 
letters. Already he doubted whether he 
should be able to decipher them here, but 
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Katchen came to his assistance, saying in a 
hollow voice — 

" I will be your light ; I know what stands^ 
there, I have read it many thousand times — 

" * I do not desire to live any longer — love^ 
my mother 1 

" ' Eva; " 

Blanden was struck to his heart ; he had 
imagined this connection, but now that he 
saw it in black and white, written with the 
trembling hand of death, so that all soothing 
doubt had become impossible for evermore ; 
that these half-faded characters, as did the 
Mene TeJcel of Belshazzar, announced to him 
in fire how Eva had merely sought death be- 
cause he had loved her mother, he was 
terribly shaken, as with a new unexpected 
blow. He felt as though a hurricane whirled 
up all the withered leaves of his life and 
dashed them into his face. 

He struggled for composure, one hand 
propped upon the window-ledge in the wet- 
snow, the other covering his eyes. 
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There was a long pause. Katchen still lay 
upon her knees ; in her face an expression of 
silent beatitude — he had spoken kindly and 
lovingly to her. All the more was she alarmed 
when Blanden suddenly sprang upon her 
in violent anger and dragged her up roughly. 

*'And this message from the dead you have 
withheld from me for years, not from idiotcy, 
not from mental stupidity — I see through 
you now. It was all pretence or deceit, who 
can tell ; or else such God-forsaken creatures 
have a cursed instinct that is as cunning as 
much vaunted reason. You would not save 
Eva, merely because I loved her. You did 
not give me her words of farewell, because 
they urged me to love her mother ; you only 
gave me these lines now when her mother is 
also dead ! I was to love nothing in the 
world excepting yourself 1 Rather would I 
tarry at the North Pole with senseless seals 
than with such a creature as you ! Certainly, 
they, too, possess the power to kill men I 
Away, out of my sight, you horror 1 " 

VOL. II. z 
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And he dasbed her from him, so that she 
fell upon her straw couch. 

A short pause ensued; the light faded 
into smoke. Blanden groped for the door. 
Then he heard Katchen's voice from the bed; 
it sounded quite changed — ghostly and hol- 
low — 

" Yes, none of them shall have you ; none, 
none — only I alone ! Ha-ha, I save no one — 
whosoever seeks death may have it — ^there 
will be room, there will be room. May they 
all die, all — Hark ! the sea rises — come into 
my boat, come, come ! " 

Blanden had reached the door; he had 
begun to feel it gruesome with the love-mad 
girl. 

In his haste to escape he had not thought 
of the obstacles which would impede him ; 
now here, now there, knocking against them 
he felt for the stairs, down which he stumbled 
in the dark without caring that he had hurt 
his foot by frequent false steps. 

Below in the witches' kitchen the kettle 
was simmering as before ; but Mother Hecht, 
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her elbows planted on her hips, stood sur- 
rounded once more with her unoccupied 
subordinate witches and a new troop of stu- 
dents who had arrived, gazing at the spec- 
tacle which was afforded them, the hero being 
once again none other than the Italian, only 
that this time he could not display himself to 
the crowd in the elevated consciousness of 
having performed a daring deed. 

On the contrary, he appeared very dejected 
and disconsolate before the ofl&cer of justice, 
who, in all the pride of his position, laid his 
hand upon the man's shoulder. 

" At last I have you, my Herr ! It has 
cost me trouble enough, and my night's rest 
also. Boiler and Co. knew that the time 
for the bill had run out ; why did you make 
our task harder and let yourself be sought 
for everywhere ! " 

" I will pay to-morrow, or the day after." 

"It is too late ! You follow me to the debtor's 
prison. No resistance ! You know the laws ! " 

The students felt pity for the victim of the 
laws concerning bills of exchange. 
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" A misunderstanding, Signori 1 '* cried 
Baluzzi, quickly recovering. " I am in a 
position to pay all my debts. I have only to 
write a few lines. He who incurs no debts 
may cast the first stone." 

" Good, very good," shouted the students 
after the Italian, as he followed the officer 
with a defiant mien. 

Blanden, standing at the side door, had 
watched the episode. It confirmed him in 
his intention of warning Griulia against a man 
who certainly did not merit her confidence^ 
if she were infatuated enough to grant it 
him. 
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